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A fewds suvundee lo a Lovely Shit 


See how the CAMAY MILD-SOAP DIET 
leaves your skin softer, fresher! 










@ Loveliness men cherish—the charm of 
a fresh, smooth complexion! And you can 
win a softer, more radiant skin. Simply go 
on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet! 

Remember—skin specialists advise a Mild- 
Soap Diet. Yes, they know that the kind of 
mild cleansing Camay gives you actually 
helps your skin look lovelier. And no 
wonder! For Camay is truly mild! Camay’s 
MILD lather cleanses the skin... without 
irritation ... leaving your complexion 
clearer, fresher, smoother. 














Tonight ... start the Camay Mild-Soap 
Diet. See how soon this change to proper 
MILD cleansing brings a lovelier look to 
your skin. Day-by-day with Camay. .. your 
complexion’s softer, smoother, clearer! 
Sooner than you think—the new beauty 
you've longed for—will be yours! 












YOUR SKIN’S SOFTER, clearer, day-by-day—with 
Camay’s mild care. It’s easy! Simply smooth Camay 
lather over face! Pay special attention to nose and 
chin. Feel—how mild that lather is! Rinse warm. 
If your skin is oily, splash cold for 30 seconds. 
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Save Soap-it’s Patriotic! 


Make each cake of Camay give 
more MILD-SOAP cleansings! 












1. KEEP CAMAY DRY. 


After lathering, put your pre 
cious Camay in the soap dish 
Wipe the dish dry. Wet dishe: 
———————— waste soap. 





2. USE EVERY SLIVER 


Make a bathmit of an old 
washcloth— put your Cama 
slivers inside. Grand for lath 
ering—bath or complexion! 










America’s Loveliest Brides follow the Mild - Soap Diet! 
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S nile, Hain. Gil, Smile. 


capture hearts _ | 
with a radiant smile! * / 





Make your smile your lucky charm. 
Help keep it bright and sparkling 
with Ipana and Massage. 


PEN YOUR EYES, plain girl. Take a 
look at the girls who get the most 
phone calls and dates. Most often they 
are not the prettiest in the crowd. But 
they all know how to smile! 

So smile, plain girl, smile! Not a timid, 
half-hearted smile—but a smile that is 
bright and appealing—that lights your 
face like the sunshine! 








But remember, for a smile like that you 
need sparkling teeth. And sparkling 
teeth depend largely on firm, healthy 
gums. 


“Pink tooth brush’—a warning! 


If there's ever a tinge of “pink” on your 
tooth brush, see your dentist. He may say 
your gums have become tender and 
spongy—robbed of natural exercise by 
modern soft foods. And, like thousands 
of dentists, he may suggest the “helpful 


stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 


Product of 
Bristol-Myers 


Start today with 


IPANA and MASSAGE 


For Ipana not only cleans your teeth but, 
with massage, is designed to help your 
gums. Just massage a little Ipana onto 
your gums each time you clean your 
teeth. Circulation quickens in the gums 
—helps them to new firmness. 

Start today with Ipana and massage— 
to help keep your gums firmer, your 
teeth brighter, your smile more sparkling. 





Plenty of U-mm —that’s the verdict you 
win with a lovely smile! So keep yours 
at its loveliest with Ipana and massage! 
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musicals but none with quite the qual- 
a Foot Forward.”’ It’s a mon- 
key gland picture. It makes you young. ° . 

-_ - ck & Story Highlights 
To the great broadway hit, M-G-M has ‘ . 
added a certain Latakia. Case against Chaplin Adela Rogers St. Johns 


~ e* &k * My Wartime Morals ........ ......... Bonita Granville 
BFF is a masterful achievement. It has 


pep, zip and all the three-letter words. Gay Romance Sally Jefferson 
x *«* * * The happy-go-lucky love story of George Montgomery and Dinah Shore 


~ Harry James and his Heartbreak for Veronica Lake Hedda Hopper 
bP 








music makers alone are ; 
worth the price of admis- Guy with a Grin—Van Johnson David Greggory 


Re If | Were Hollywood's Matchmaker Dorothy Kilgallen 
Loose-Leaf on Livvie de Havilland Sidney Skolsky 
The Strictly Private Life of George Sanders Carl Foster 


All about Anne Baxter.......... pas eae by herself 
Lucille Ball, a red- 


headed steam roller, ee ee Fiction Version by Dan Senseney 


alays the star who " 
cates ‘the oneal The Lesson rm “—— Forget—" 

prom and _ ae on its ear. My Unfinished Love Story. Lynn Bari 
William Gaxton does on the screen Who's News Sara Hamilton 
what he has been doing as a star of ‘a's Lif 
stage shows for years. Craig's Life 


pa = 8 8 , Sight Unseen 

Virginia Weidler who occupies a drawing 
room in our leonine heart keeps moving The Truth about the Stars Private snisiiteiads. 
onward and upward, carrying on where 
she left off in “Philadelphia Story’’ and What Should | Do? ; 
“The Youngest Profession”’ plus music. Your problems answered by Bette Davis 
* * * * 


There’s a thing called Nancy Walker | Dortratts in Color 
we've fallen in love with. She came from 


the stage cast with Tommy Dix. Ann Rutherford 12 Pocket Portraits 


* * * * 
Both kids are something to write home Van Johnson George Sanders 


about. Anybody’s home at all. 
* * * * 

Bows for June Allyson, Kenny Bowers, ° 

Gloria DeHaven, Jack Jordan. Special Fea tures 
* * * * ° - 

Cheers for the direction of Eddie Brief Reviews Hollywood Horoscope 


Buzzell—at least three of them. Casts of Current Pictures... : —Matilda Trotter 
x *« k * Cooking Inside Stu#¥—Cal York 


Irving Brecher and Freddie Finklehoffe, . Speak for Yourself 
screen playwrights, cooked up a delight- Fashions—Claudette Colbert 69 Star-Maker Fashions 


ful dish from John Cecil Holm’s stage Hi, Hollywood! 24 The Shadow Stage 


ingredients. . 
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a date to see this gay movie. 
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meTRo- GOLDWYN MA VERS MUSICAL HONEy/ 


with 


WILLIAM GAXTON 
VIRGINIA WEIDLER 


TOMMY DIX - WANCY WALKER - JUNE ALLYSON 
KENNY BOWERS - GLORIA DeHAVEN - JACK JORDAN 






and his Music Makers 


ing Brecher and Fred Finklehoffe 


by John Cecil Holm 
nd Ralph Blane 


ugh Martin © 
Stage by George Abbott 
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$10.00 PRIZE 
Nation of Many Nations 


OLLYWOOD discovered America in 

1943. “The Human Cemedy” is the 
result of that discovery and it’s important 
for two especial reasons: It’s the first 
film made on the premise that most people 
are good and it’s the first film to create 
good will within our own borders. 

Saroyan has written, not a story, but a 
scene, in which we hear America sing her 
varied carols and see that nobility is never 
so noble as when it is a part of simple, 
everyday living and that grace is found 
everywhere—in a teacher, a rich girl, an 
egg, even a gopher. 

There was that exquisite scene between 
Ann Ayars and Mickey Rooney in which 
he brings her the news of the death of her 
soldier son in Manila, and she, with true 
Latin grace, offers him candy and then sits 
down in her rocker to sing “Ciolito Lindo” 
in a plaintively beautiful voice. Being of 
Spanish ancestry, I was grateful for this 
scene. “The Human Comedy” is America, 
a nation of many nations, with an Ameri- 
can heart of many accents, but, in this 
great film, we of all ancestries stand identi- 
fied and honored. 

Ysabel Armijo 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


$5.00 PRIZE 
Soldier's Say 


[N THIS extremely serious business of war 
public moral has had, and will continue 
to have, a great effect on the attitude of our 
armed forces. 

Those of us who are in the service of our 
country feel that the civilian populace does 
not, and cannot, understand what real 
Army life is, and as a result, often misun- 
derstand us. I attribute this somewhat to 
Hollywood’s misguided efforts to portray 
army life in some of their recent films. 

A few of these war films are pertinent 
and carry a well-spoken message, but the 
majority of them are laughable when 
viewed by an army man. 

In the first place, the average soldier is 
so jarred by some of the technical errors 
that he loses the point of the story pre- 
sented. How can he believe in a hero who 
gives commands in such an unmilitary- 
like manner that the soldier audience in- 
stantly guffaws? How can he remain 
credulous when the buck private crashes 
the officers’ dance and woos the wide-eyed 


FOR YOURSELF 





PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR awards $10 
first prize, $5 second prize and $1 each to 
every other letter published in full. Your 
letters about stars or movies in less than 200 
words are judged on the basis of clarity and 
originality. Do not submit previously pub- 
lished material or material that you are 
sending to other publications. Plagiarism 
will be punished to the full extent of the law. 
Retain a copy of material submitted as we 
regret we are not able to return unaccepted 
material. Address your letter to "Speak For 
Yourself," Photoplay-Movie Mirror, 205 East 


42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. 











Colonel’s daughter? How can he 
believe that all first sergeants are 
klaxon-voiced morons, when most 
of the top-kicks he knows are col- 
lege men? 

We want a mature picturization 
of our life, training and problems. 
We're just ordinary fellows who 
gripe a little, get homesick once in 
a while and believe in what we’re 
fighting for! 

At any rate, here’s to the civilians 
who are doing such a fine job of 
backing us—may we _ understand 
each other better! 

Corporal Darrell Roberts, 
Camp Santa Anita, 
Arcadia, California. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Bundle-bunny Betty 


HE gang was gasin’ the other 
night and one of the little cuddle- 
cats pipes up with, “Hey, what gives 
in the old movie-town? Trying to 
turn our rug-cuttin’ Hutton into 
one of them glamour dolls.” So I’m 











writing to get the lowdown on this 
dirty work. We like this little 
bundle-bunny as is so why the 
changes? Listen here, pal, change 
Betty Hutton and you'll break 
every hep-cat’s tom-tom, but good! 
Any old ickie can open their sight 
chasers and gander at what a 
mellow dish she already is. She’s strictly 
in the groove and when it comes to giving 
the vocals a workout she’s cooking-on-the 
front burner. So take it slow with young 
Hutton and leave our little unrationed 
hunk of sugar still jumping with jive and 
puttin’ us jitterbugs in a solid mood. 
Marion Warner, 
Medford, Mass. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Navy Wife Speaking 


OR FIVE years I have been correspond- 

ing with Joan Crawford. The letters that 
we exchange are those of an interested fan 
with constructive criticism and an appreci- 
ative star with a sincere interest in her 
public. 

In her latest communication I quote her, 
“IT have refused to do ‘Cry Havoc’ or any 
other war pictures because I feel it is our 
job to entertain and see nothing entertain- 
ing in war. Consequently I am on a six 
months’ suspension.” 

I heartily second the statements of Joan 
Crawford; the public is weary of pictures 
of war. 

I was a Navy wife, an expectant mother 
at Pearl Harbor Dec. 7, 1941. For over a 
year I was separated from my husband 
while he fought in the South Pacific. Every 
hour and minute of those days were filled 
with anguish, wondering if he was safe, 
hoping to God he was, but not knowing. 

I've experienced the terrors of war but 
I don’t want to be reminded of them from 
the motion-picture screen. Instead of 
death and destruction give us stories of 
love, simplicity and the fulfillment of our 
dreams. 

We want to laugh now, not cry. 

Marlene Shea, 
New York, N. Y. 





bunny 
Betty Hutton; then read the win- 
ning letter from Marion Warner 


If you don't know what a bundle- 


is give a quick look at 


$1.00 PRIZE 


Do You? 
Dont you just adore: 
Perfect pictures like “Casablanca” 


and “Now, Voyager’—that you can’t, no 
matter how you try, find any fault with? 

Mooning over George Montgomery, even 
though you know that’s exactly what his 
press agent intends you to do? 

Hissing George Sanders on the screen, 
when you know all the time that his con- 
vincing performance is making you hate 
him so? 

Gene Tierney’s being naturally different? 

Paul Henreid’s face which seems to carry 
the burden of the world? 

The striking resemblance of Henry Fonda 
to that boy you met in the country? 

Failing to worry about the tragedies 
which stars bring on themselves by not 
using common horse-sense? 

Hollywood’s generosity in doing so much 
for our war effort? Those who have said 
that Hollywoodians fail to set a good ex- 
ample are forming a new and more just 
opinion. 

Elizabeth Graves Campbell, 
Nashville, Tenn. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Special to Photoplay 


HAVE just finished reading your column 
in Photoplay-Movie Mirror. ‘Pears to 
me it’s more or less a verbal free-for-all, 
therefore I'd like to sling a couple of 
punches, if no one objects. 

I feel quite safe in saying that mine is 
the voice of a greater percent of the men 
that are in like circumstances. 

Dinah Shore: In her instance, I would 


like to relate an incident, which I think 
does far more in (Continued on page 26) 
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HEE-E-E-E! here they come! I’ve just 

seen these 3 adorable girls in an advance 

screening of “So Proudly We Hail,” and I 

think it’s the greatest ‘““woman’s picture” ever! It’s the first 

dramatic love story of OUR WOMEN AT WAR... makes 

you feel like joining the Waves, Waacs, Red Cross—anything 
to help destroy she enemy—Quick! 


| / 
i It’s all about a bunch of 


fod, lovely girls who are right in 
. * Le the thrilling thick of things 
eS, S, ‘ at the front, and believe me 
Ef PN you’ve never seen SUCH 
if ¥ at a} 
»f arr EXCITEMENT as these 
, «ee girls get into— fighting 
» wae * Wye through rough ’n tough se- 


quences black and blue. 


Seeing 3 STARS as famous as Claudette Colbert, Paulette 
Goddard and Veronica Lake in 3 great romances in one picture 
certainly puts a lot of ideas 
in your head ... (Stop fight- 
ing, boys—you can have the 
three of them—that is, for 
your walls!) 


They have to snatch love on 
the run and there are parts 
and partings that will just 
about break your heart... 
so don’t forget to bring your 
hankies, especially when 
Paulette—Boo Hoo! gulp. 
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That’s what I call a bse eau we 
TERRIFIC RO- . 
MANCE!I mean be- 
tween Claudette and 
George Reeves. She 
berrows a skirt from 
“Ma” McGregor to get 
married in—thought 
dungarees might be 
confusing. And they 
spend their wedding 
night in a fox-hole, of 


all things! 





And Paulette — if you 
don’t mind—goes around wearing a black sheer nightgown as 
an evening dress—to keep 
up her Morale she says. And 

watch for that scene where 
she and Veronica have 
A REAL FIGHT — WoW! 


oe 
4h 





THE LAKE IS WONDERFUL J - 
—specially when she screams— 

“Sure I’m a nurse—an angel of mercy. But | want to kill... 
Yes, KILL! every blood-stained Jap I can lay my hands on!” 


Now take a good look at this, 
girls... It’s Sonny Tufts, Para- 
mount’s NEW STAR on the 

> male list... A big, tall, good- 
natured guy, handsome and 
blond, with a very interesting 
chest expansion and line. 





Take the part where Sonny tells’ Paulette “If you don’t wait’ 


for me I'll break your neck!” Mmmmm, HE’S WONDER- 


FUL! ... And in another scene Georgie Reeves has to be 


bathed by. Paulette. Says George—“‘No female is going to 
bathe Me!” But Claudette teaches him different! 


Director Mark Sandrich has 
put in loads of wonderful 
touches like the bit where one 
of the girls receives a package 
from home—a big picture hat. 
Not what the well-dressed 
warrior will wear at the bat- 
tlefront! ... But this picture 
is so full of interesting and 
exciting things I can’t begin 
to tell them all. Just SEE It! 


7 L, 15S 
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Faclole 
COLBERT - GODDARD - LAKE 


50 PROUDLY WE HALL 


with George Reeves - Barbara Britton - Walter Abel 


DIRECTED BY MARK SANDRICH * Written by Allan Scott - A PARAMOUNT PICTURE 





beacon 


And Introducing Sonny Tufts 




































































Two “talked-abouts"—Margaret O'Brien and James Craig—in 


"Lost Angel" 


V INDICATES PICTURE WAS RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED 
YY INDICATES PICTURE WAS RATED “VERY GOOD’ WHEN REVIEWED 
“MV v INDICATES PICTURE WAS RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED 


YVYABOVE SUSPICION—MG-M—A __ well 
rounded, well-constructed movie, with Joan Crawford 
and Fred MacMurray a pair of honeymooners who 
land in Germany seeking the one man who can reveal 
to them a secret code of vital importance to the Brit- 
ish. With elements of excitement and suspense, it’s 
absorbing movie stuff. (July) 


THE NORTH ATLANTIC 

irner Brothers: A splendid exciting picture about 
the experiences of a Merchant Marine convoy to 
Russia, dogged by submarines. Raymond Massey is 
the captain of one of the ships, Humphrey Bogart, his 
first mate. All the crew is perfectly cast. It’s 
packed with action and suspense and is a fine salute 
to the heroism of the Merchant Marine. (Aug.) 


good, 


KY ACTION IN 


GUNNER—Paramount: The enmity be- 
tween Richard Arlen and Chester Morris is intensi 
fied when they find themselves in the same gun- 
nery school, Arlen as a student, Morris an instructor; 
and they both court the same girl. But when they 
both go into action on the same plane, their beroism 
heals all hatred. (July) 


VAIR RAID WARDENS—M-G-M: You'll laugh 
steadily as you watch Laurel and Hardy try to en- 
list in every branch of the service, only to be turned 
down, until they return home to become air- raid war- 
dens. Every possible blunder known to man is com- 
mitted by the boys until, on their own, they finally 
round up a gang of saboteurs and emerge heroes. 
Stan and Ollie are in rare form. (June) 


AERIAL 


BRITTANY—M-G-M: An 
interesting new personality, Pierre Aumont proves 
himself a hit as the Free French soldier who 1mper- 
sonates a native (pro-Nazi) of a Brittany village in 
order to locate a Nazi sub base for the English. His 
betrothed, Susan Peters, is fooled by the impersona- 
tion, but he’s exposed by the flirtatious Signe Hasso. 
It’s an exciting story. (June) 


YY BATA. 1N—M-G-M: This story of thirteen men 
in a Bataan fox hole, ready to give their lives to 
prevent the Japs from rebuilding a bridge, is living 
testimony of the courage of Americans in their 
desperate struggle for freedom. Robert Walker is 
evtstanding; Bob Taylor, Lloyd Nolan, George Mur- 
phy, Desi Arnaz, Thomas Mitchell and the others are 
a.so excellent. (Aug.) 


YASSIGNMENT IN 


YY“ BOMBARDIER—RKO-Radio: Both instructive 
and entertaining, this tells how boys are trained to 
become bombardiers. Pat O’Brien gives a swell show as 
the hamb ight devotee who wins his fight over Randy 


Scott, a pilot who believes his job superior to the 
hombardier, Eddie Albert, Barton MacLane, Robert 
Ryan and Anne Shirley are very good and the climax 
is a whiz-dinger. (Aug.) 


BUCKSKIN FRONTIER—U. A.: This Western 
telling of the early fights for railw: iy supremacy out 
West stars Richard Dix, who is fresh, believable and 
handsome. Lee Cobb is outstanding. Albert Dekker 
very good, and Jane Wyatt is a lovely heroine. The 
flow of wagon trains across the Western plains is 
beautifully photographed. (June) 





CAPTIVE WILD WOMAN—Universal: A mad 
scientist transiorms an ape into a gorgeous girl. 
The transformed being has strange powers to sub- 
due animals in a circus into submission, but the old 
gorilla habits return to possess the girl. Acquanetta 
is stunning as the ape girl, Evelyn Ankers is the 
heroine, and John Carradine plays the cracked scien- 
tist. (July) 


CHATTERBOX—Republic: Joe E. Brown deserves 
better than this silly tale of a radio cowboy who fails 
to make = masquerades as a woman in order to 
lure Judy Canova into films, and finally plays hero 
in a teeter-totter mountain cabin. Rosemary Lane, 
John Hubbard, Gus Schilling and the Mills Brothers 
are tangled up in the mess. (July) 


YU CHINA—Paramount: Alan Ladd is the oil agent 
in China who refuses to take sides in the life and 
death struggle hetween the Jans and Chinese until he 
comes face to face with the Japs’ atrocities. Loretta 
Young is a schoolteacher who, with her brood of 
<Smnsee children, is rescued by Ladd and Bill Ben- 
dix is Ladd’s truck driver. All their performances 
are excellent. (June) 


YY CONEY ILASND—20th Century-Fox: Plenty 
of entertainment in this Technicolor musical, with 
Cesar Romero owner of a Coney Island cafe and 
Betty Grable his star entertainer. Then George 
Montgome ry becomes Romero’s partner. Both men 
are in love with Betty, and they doublecross eac 
other consistently till the final clinch. The songs are 
gay and tuneful. (July) 


CORREGIDOR—P. R. C.: 
doctor, arrives on the island of Manoi to marry 
scientist Otto Kruger, but then Pearl Harbor is 
bombed and they make their way to Corregidor where 
Elissa meets her former fiance Donald Woods. To- 
gether they give all possible aid to the wounded under 
terrific bombings until Kruger is killed. (June) 


Elissa Landi, a woman 


BRIEF REVIEWS 


COWBOY FROWU MANHATT. { 
Walter Catlett talks a group of ee hotel 
angeling a Broadway show with Frances Langtord as 
its singing star. When Robert Paige comes ng 
proce ta to sell cowboy songs, Catiett grab 





for a wild exploitation stunt. Frances sings de 
lightfully and Leon Errol provides some comical 
moments. (July) 


VYCRASH DIVE—20th Century-Fox: Dana An 
drews is the commander of a submarine and Tyron 
Power his chief officer in the exciting picture wh 
shows the work of the submarine in warfare Phe 
climax, in which the sub steals into a Nazi base, and 
destroys it, is magnificent. Anne Baxter is the girl 
who causes the rivalry between the two men. (July) 


WUYDESERT VICTORY — 20th Century-Fox: 
“he most superb factual picture to come out of the 
war thus far, this was filmed by the British during 
actual combat in Africa. Starting in E!| Alamein, it 
gives you a complete picture of how the Eighth Army 
routed Rommel and shows you the magnitude of the 
African effort. It makes your newspaper headlines 


come excitingly alive. (June) 
YDESPERADOES, THE—Columbia: Beautifull 


filmed in technicolor, this story tells of Glenn Ford, 
a bad man of the early 1860's, who rides into town 
to rob a bank but finds someone else had already di ne 
the job, so he stays in town to see more of Evel 
Keyes. When the town decides Ford is really 
Sheriff Randy Scott warns him and the result 
to a rousing climax. (June) 





DR. GILLESPIE’S CRIMINAL CASE—M-G-M: 
ionel Barrymore, always splendid as Dr. Gillespie, 
takes intern Van Johnson with him to a prison to 
visit homicidal maniac John Craven, former suitor of 
Donna Reed. They get there just in time to become 
involved in a jail break. Keye Luke is another in 
tern, Margaret O’Brien a patient in the cl 
ward and Bill Lundigan a war veteran. (Aug.) 


VVYVDU BARRY WAS A LADY—M-G-M: Comedy 
and music in Technicolor with Red Skeltor hat 
check boy who dreams he’s King Louis X\ nd 
Lucille Ball is Du Barry. Rags Ragland, Virginia 
O’Brien, Zero Mostel, and Gene Kelly all add to the 
gaiety and nonsense and the dream sequences are so 
funny. The music’s provided by Tommy Dorsey’s 
band and Cole Porter’s songs. (July) 


YVEDGE OF DARKNESS—Warner Brothers: E1 
rol Flynn and Ann Sheridan are Norwegian leaders 
of a revolution against their Nazi oppressors. When 
arms arrive from England the revolt flares into 
action after rape and murder have made life r- 
able for the Norwegians. Helmut Dantir le is very 
good as the Nazi leader and the excellent cast. it 


cludes Ruth Gordon, Nancy Coleman and Charles 
Dingle. (June) 
FALCON STRIKES BACK, THE—RKO-Rad 


Tom Conway plays the amateur sleuth who becomes 
the victim of a brawl] in a phony barroor o. which | 
to thieves using his car to effect a huge bond th 
leaving Conway in a fine spot. But with the help of 
Jane Randolph, reporter, and his stooge, Cliff Ed 
wards, Conway digs in and solves the crime. 


(Continued on page 22) 
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Paul Henreid carries a 
of his newly adopted baby 
locket attached to his 


Tidbits: 
picture 
Monica in a 
money clip... 

The two little girls adopted by the 
Ameches, as sort of a refining influ- 
ence on the four boys, are lucky little 
girls indeed... 

Linda Darnell’s husband, camera- 
man Pev Marley, is out of the Army— 
past the age limit... 

Martha Raye, who has been very ill, 
has had one piece of good luck. Months 
ago Martha posed for an ad for a shoe 
company and just received 120 pairs 
of shoes as a gratuity... 

No truth to the report Bette Davis 
and Arthur Farnsworth are separating 
now, according to close friends, al- 
though Bette saw Harmon Nelson 
(former husband) several times in 
New York. 


Pia 
off froman and * alt 9° but 
Saratoga 
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Those Friendly Neighbors: The friend- 
ship of the Alan Ladds and Bill 
Bendixes is one of Hollywood’s grand- 
est stories. There just isn’t anything 
these two men wouldn’t do for each 
other—and what’s more they prove it. 

The other day Bill dropped across 
the street to Alan’s house. Sue was 
knee-deep in the usual domestic prob- 
lem—no help and the new baby to 
care for as well as the home. 

“What’s more,” Sue told Bill, 
laundress didn’t show up.” 

“Forget it,’ answered Bill and 
marched home with an armful of 
diapers, baby dresses and blankets. An 
hour later a neighbor passing the Ben- 
dix home stopped in amazement. There 
in the backyard was the he-man star, 
his mouth full of clothes pins, hanging 
up the newly washed diapers. 

No greater love hath any man. 


“the 


Red-letter table in Warners’ Green 
Room was this: Helmut Dantine, Paul 
Henreid and Ida Lupino tete-a-teting 


Who Pays Whom? Rita Hayworth, 
glamour girl of Hollywood, is being 
sued by her former husband, “wealthy 
oil man” Ed Judson, and for guess 
what—back alimony or whatever is 
called the $500 monthly agreed upon. 

At the time of the divorce Rita 
agreed to pay a considerable sum to 
Judson because, according to _ the 
papers, he had supported her during 
their marriage and promoted her to 
stardom, advancing the money for 
clothes, etc. At that time, too, Rita 
“transferred and conveyed” to Jud- 
son (who married her when she was 
a very young girl) property “of con- 
siderable value” and in addition she 
promised to pay him $12,000 at the 
rate of $500 a month. 

Now Mr. Judson is suing for several 
back payments—plus seven percent 
interest. 
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Concerning the Heart Department: It’s 
a double divorce for Greer Garson. 
Three years ago, in Los Angeles, Greer 
divorced Edward Alec Abbott Snelson, 
British Government employee, whom 
she married in India. Now comes 
word Snelson Esq. has just divorced 
her in England, all of which makes it 
doubly legal for Greer to wed Ensign 
Richard Ney any time he should come 
home. They still have an _ unused 
license dated last November fourth. 

John Wayne and his wife have defi- 
nitely parted. A certain noted siren is 
said to have come between the actor 
and his family. They patched up their 
difficulty for a while, but the damage 
was done—‘‘Duke” and Josie never re- 
captured their first happiness. The 
couple have four children—Michael, 
eight; Tony, seven; Patrick, five; and 
Melinda, two. 


The Price Was High: “Everything in 
this world has a price,” Helmut Dantine 
told Cal over the wire. “The price for 
success came awfully high for me and 
Gwennie.” 

The actor was referring to the an- 
nouncement of the contemplated di- 
vorce between him and his wife, the 
New York actress Gwen Anderson, star 
of the Broadway hit, “Janie.”” As mat- 
ters stand now, Mrs. Dantine plans to 
go to Reno after a vacation from the 
play. 

It seems that the fact that the ac- 
tress’s work would keep her in New 
York indefinitely was a decisive factor 
in the divorce issue. 

And so comes the end for two young 
people, who dreamed dreams together, 
who worked and struggled for success 
and found it at the price of heartache 
and separation for both. 
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To Wed Or Not to Wed: The “mys- 
tery” romance of the moment is that 
of Maria Montez and John Pierre 
Aumont. The amazing statements of 
French Aumont to the effect that Maria 
is an unselfish, misunderstood, self- 
sacrificing little woman has the town 
with mouths agape. They can’t believe 
their ears. 

What makes it even more confusing 
are Maria’s statements about where 
she is going (to the top) and how she 
is going to get there. “I want to be 
the beegest star in Hollywood,” she 
candidly explains. 

Recently we encountered Maria in 
the Universal Commissary. ‘Come out 
to the back lot,’”’ she urged us, “and 
see my passionate love scenes with 
Jon Hall in my picture ‘Cobra Woman.’ 
(Leave it to Montez to get in the pic- 
ture’s title!) It ees wonderful.” 
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It's a 


BIG PICTURE 


E ar beyond the reach of man- 
made justice...they live and love 
and fight for survival! Their story 
—told against backgrounds of 
epic grandeur—is a drama you'll 
never forget! 






with 
WILLIAM LUNDIGAN 
VIRGINIA DALE 
HARRY DAVENPORT 
HARRY SHANNON 
ADDISON RICHARDS 
BUY WAR 


BONDS AND 
STAMPS 








It's a 


REPUBLIC PICTURE 























Business lunchers: fy 
Dennis Morgan breaks j 

commissary bread 
with his co-star 
Irene Manning of 


"The Desert Song" 


And then she suddenly grew thought- 
ful. “But there ees one thing I can’t 
understand yet. Jon resists me all the 


way through the picture. Can you 
beat it?” 
Aumont is off to join the Free 


French Army after his picture, “Thou- 
sands Shall Fall,” is finished. Where 
and when he and Maria will culminate 
their romance is still the mystery. 


Louw and Bud: In the two years Bud 
Abbott and Lou Costello have been in 
Hollywood they made eleven pictures, 
scores of weekly radio broadcasts, ex- 
tensive bond tours and continuous 
personal appearances. 

During their long partnership they 
longed for a time when they could 
take a vacation and enjoy their newly 
acquired wealth in a long, lazy, do- 
nothing period. 

Ironically, their vacation came sooner 
than they expected. 

When Costello was: stricken with 
rheumatic fever following their recent 
trip to New York, work came to a 
sudden halt for the comedians. Abbott 
declined to do any more film, stage 


- YORK 


ide Stuff 


Pleasure diners: Erro! 


Flynn comes to the 
fore and takes Miss 
Nora Eddington to 


dinner at Mocambo 


or radio appearances without Lou. 

“We came up together,” Bud loyally 
explained, “and when Lou can’t work, 
neither will I.” 

While Costello has been convalescing, 
Abbott planned to do all the things 
he had dreamed about—play golf, go 
fishing, read books, enjoy himself. Now 
he’s done them all and pines for the 
‘good old days” when his day was 
busy from 6 a.m. to well after dark. 

“This vacation stuff isn’t what it’s 
cracked up to be,” Abbott says. “I’m 
glad Lou is getting back in shape. If 
this loafing kept up much longer, I’d 
go nuts.” 

Incidentally, Lou is rapidly improv- 
ing and will be back with us in no 
time flat. 


Our Men on Duty: More news of our 


Hollywood boys as_ promised last 
month: 
Eddie Albert is a lieutenant (j.g.) 


in the Navy and is on duty in the East. 
Louis Hayward is a Marine captain 
on duty in New Zealand. 
Ray MacDonald is a private in the 
Signal Corps at the Santa Ana Base 





THE GREAT 
PERSONAL DRAMA 
OF WAR-TORN 
LOVERS! 


OBERON 


Brian 


AHERNE 
First Comes 


wth CARL ESMOND +: ISOBEL ELSOM + ERIK ROLF 


Screen Play by Lewis Meltzer and Melvin Levy «- Story by Elliott Arnold 
Directed by DOROTHY ARZNER »° Produced by HARRY JOE BROWN * A COLUMBIA PICTURE 
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Marital mixup at 


Rob- 


| ert Taylor chins 


A | with Mrs. Ray 


Deep, soft, long lasting waves and a rich 





Milland at the 
table while ... 


... Mrs. Barbara 
Stanwyck Taylor 
cuts some calm 
capers on the 
dance floor with 


Mr. Ray Milland 


in California. 


Cesar Romero in the 


is a seaman 


| Coast Guard and is stationed at Ala- 


| under 


meda, California. 
John Sheppard is an Army private 
his real name of Sheppard 


| Strudwick. 


natural looking color with gleaming high- | 


lights make a woman's hair her most 
fascinating point of beauty. So, at your 


beauty salon,ask to have your permanent | 


wave created with Duart Infusium Solution. 


Infusium is an exclusive Duart oil com- 
pound that helps make stronger, longer 
lasting waves, yet treats the hair more 
gently, leaves it delightfully silky-soft. 


And for Color... color that rinses in 
quickly, stays ‘til it's shampooed out... 
color that adds glowing beauty to your 
hair, ask for a Duart Liquid Rinse. Duart 
Mfg. Co., Ltd., San Francisco, New York. 


Robert Taylor is a lieutenant (j.g.) 
in the Navy Air Corps and is training 
in a Western camp. 

John Garfield is a civilian on duty 
at any hour of the day or night for 
appearance at camp shows. 

Beb Hope and Gang are civilians 
touring American camps. 

Jon Hall is in the State Coast 
Guard Auxiliary and is on duty on the 


| West Coast. 


Adolphe Menjou is a civilian enter- 


| taining in foreign camps. 


| 


Clark Gable is now a captain and is 
on duty in England. 


John Payne is at Alameda, Cal., for 


advanced Air Corps training. 


This Month in Hollywood: The fare- 
well party given by director Walter 
Lang and his wife for Cesar Romero, 
who was off to the Coast Guard, was 
an al] time high in fun. In a way it 
was a revelation, too. Members of the 
high-priced orchestra relinquished 
their instruments to the guests with 
amazing results. Fred MacMurray was, 
of course, a riot on the saxophone, 
having once played that instrument 
in a band in his good old pre-Hollywood 
days. 

But it was Annabella’s performance 
on the drums that startled everyone. 
Annabella proved sensational. Even 
the regular drummer was astounded. 
Where do you suppose she learned to 
play like that? 

Cesar, by the way, is a panic minus 
those long black curls and still wear- 
ing that fancy mustache. Incidentally, 
Cesar is taking orders now from First 
Class Seaman Gig Young. Both are 
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Fred’s a ‘Flying Tiger’ on leave 
from the front—and on the 
loose for laughs and love! 


HATA 


Joan’s a lovely... something 
to behold, with wings on her 
feet and her heart! 


, SEES Tr 100K Y 


with ROBERT BENCHLEY 


ROBERT RYAN «+ ELIZABETH PATTERSON * MARJORIE GATESON 


FREDDIE SLACK and his ORCHESTRA 


= K 
RADIO Produced by DAVID HEMPSTEAD ° Directed by E. H. GRIFFITH * Original Screen Play by 
Frank Fenton and Lynn Root * Lyrics by Johnny Mercer * Music by Harold Arlen 
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Singable, 

Dance-able hits! 
‘My Shining Hour’ 
‘I've Got A Lot In 
Common With You’ 
‘One For My Baby’ 
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Permanent date: Martha 
O'Driscoll and childhood 
sweetheart and fiance 
Lt. Commander Richard 
Adams being very tete- 
a-tete at Mocambo 


New duet-date: Twosome 
Marguerite Chapman and 
Bill Lundigan being very 
happy during a handhold- 
ing session at Mocambo 


stationed in Northern California. 

The cheek-to-cheek dancing at Mo- 
cambo between Judy Garland and 
her ex-husband, Dave Rose, had every- 
one guessing. It needn’t have. It was 
just one of those things. Judy had 
gone to the night spot with Van John- 
son, who is almost well again after 
his accident. Dave had a beauteous 
girl of his own. 

Georgie Jessel and his ex-wife, Lois 
Andrews, shot up eyebrows all over 
town when they appeared together 
three times in a week. 

While we’re on the subject of re- 
unions of old loves, a foursome lately 
has been Bonita Granville with Jack 
Tavelman and Jackie Cooper with 
June Horne. 

Night spots are literally packed 
every night in the week, but the movie 
celebrities present are still few and 
far between. Married couples, such 
as the Coopers, the Bennys, George 
and Gracie, the David Selznicks, are 
the usual people seen about. 

Dorothy McGuire, neither beauti- 
ful nor glamorous, is the girl of the 
hour. More men have more yens for 
the little McGuire gal who sprang to 
fame playing the lead in the stage play 
“Claudia” than any girl who has come 


































to town in ages. Even Laird Cregar 
confessed to old Cal that Dorothy 
was the one girl he’d gone overboard 
for. And what a splash it made! Laird 
won't mind our telling his secret now 
that he’s at last wangled a date. But, 
boy oh boy, what competition he has 
among the males of Twentieth Cen- 
tury-Fox! 

A Warner comer has all but sepa- 
rated an executive and his wife which 
gives that young lady a very black 
mark that won’t be easily erased. The 
engagement of an amazing twosome is 
said tu cover up the “fiancee’s” heart- 
yen for a famous outdoor hero who 
recently left his wife. Such gossip! 
But you know how Hollywood loves 
to chit-chat over the back fences. 

Universal has a good bet on its 
hands and doesn’t quite know what to 
do about it in a young Turkish actor 
called Turhan Bey. Women by the 
droves spotted him in minor roles in 
“Arabian Nights” and “White Sav- 
age”’ and immediately bombarded the 
studio with demands for more and 
more and more of the handsome Turk. 
Wait till they glimpse him in Warners’ 
“Background To Danger.” If you 
haven’t seen him, get any ideas of him 
in fez and bloomers right out of your 





Marital date: Hus- 
band Dick Powell 
and wife Joan Blon- 
dell being very gay 


at The Masquers 


head—Turhan is as sophisticated as an 
initialed gold-banded cigarette. 


Down to the last hard-boiled press 
agent, Lon McAllister of “Stage Door 
Canteen” fame is Hollywood’s pet. 
Never has one little boy (Lon stands 
a mere five feet five and a half) so 
completely conquered a town as he 
with his naturalness. 


Adolphe Menjou was suddenly, out 
of the blue, sent overseas in Fred 
Astaire’s place. No one knows why. 
Hints have been hinted. 


June Havoc is voted the funniest 
gir] in all Hollywood. People gather 
near her table at night spots to hear 
those priceless quips. Take our word 
for it, she’s a panic. 


Serviceman's View of Ty Power: “Tyrone 
Power,” a movie critic once wrote, 
“possesses the consummate quality of 
being able to subjugate his own per- 
sonality to the role he plays.” We took 
this to mean that when the actor por- 
trayed a character, he actually became 
that character, and forgot he had ever 
been anyone else. Today, as a second 
lieutenant, United States Marine Corps 
Reserve, Tyrone Power makes the 
critic’s words ring true as ever. 
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HESE are simple obligations, 
to our country, to our men at 
the front, and to ourselves. 


No matter what your job or your 
share in the war effort, give it all 
you've got... do your best all of 
the time. 

That means keeping strong, keep- 
ing healthy. This job’s going to take 
every bit of stamina we can muster. 
And health is your greatest asset. 


But as you work, don’t forget to 
play. Play is the great equalizer. 
Make it part of your life. Step forth. 
Go places. Meet people. Cultivate 
old friends and make new ones— 
lots of them. And try to be at your 
best in appearance and personality. 
Don’t let down. Keep cheerful. 
Keep going. Put your best foot 
forward. That’s the way the boys at 
the front would like it. 


7 7 y 

As a safe, efficient household anti- 
septic for use in a thousand little 
emergencies, Listerine Antiseptic 
has stood pre-eminent for more 
than half a century. In the later 
years it has established a truly im- 
pressive test record against Amer- 
ica’s No. 1 health problem, the 
ordinary cold, and its frequent 
attribute, sore throat. 

It is hardly necessary to add that, 
because of its germicidal action 


Do your best...and 


LE Al YOUR BEST 


which halts bacterial fermentation 
in the mouth, Listerine Antiseptic 
is the social standby of millions 
who do not wish to offend need- 
lessly in the matter of halitosis 
(unpleasant breath) when not of 
systemic origin. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY 

St. Louis, Mo. 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for Oral Hygiene 








NOTICE TO THE PUBLIC... Be- 
cause of wartime restrictions you may 
not always be able to get Listerine Anti- 
septic in your favorite size. Rest assured, 
however, that we will make every effort 
to see that this trustworthy antiseptic is 
always available in some size at your 
drug counter. 
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Usually a casting director is respon- 
sible for the part an actor plays in any 


production. But being cast as a U. S. 
Marine was Power’s own selection. 
And as surely as in any film creation, 
he has subjugated his own personality 
to that of his role. 

Tyrone Power enlisted in the Marine 
Corps on August 24, 1942. What made 
him select the Leathernecks is difficult 
even for him to say. “I thought they 
were a great bunch,” he stated simply, 
“and I still think so.” It was just 
about that time that stories of Marines 
landing on Guadalcanal hit the front 
pages of the country’s newspapers. 

Power was intending to enter the 
service and had been shopping around 
a bit, not for any special consideration, 
but he didn’t want to miscast himself 
in his most important role. He wanted 
action; and stories of the Marines’ 
achievements couldn’t help but be an 
influencing factor. 

He was accepted for enlistment in 
Washington, D. C., and shipped off to 
the West Coast training center at the 
Marine Barracks of San Diego, Cali- 
fornia. 

Such training centers are known as 
“Boot Camps” throughout the Marine 
Corps. The most charitable thing one 


can say about them is that they are not 
easy. Power smiles a little in remem- 
brance. Rifles are high and holy ob- 
jects to Marines and when Power in- 
advertently referred to his as a “gun,” 
he committted an unforgivable sin. To 
assist his memory, the instructors made 
him write “My rifle is not a gun” some 
five thousand times. And as a further 
mnemonic device, the recruit shared 
his narrow bunk at night with the 


weapon. 
“But it wasn’t too tough,” Power 
said. “It was just about what I ex- 


pected it would be.” 

At Boot Camp the recruit played his 
role to perfection. He gave a good 
performance, as is attested by the re- 
ports of his professional critics, hard- 
boiled Marine drill sergeants. These 
drill instructors are reputed to be 
more difficult to please than is the 
most exacting screen critic. Their de- 
mands are uncompromising and no 
matter who the recruit may have been 
before he enlisted, he is reduced to 
the common denominator of “Boot 
Marine” so far as the instructors are 
concerned. 

The progress of each recruit platoon 
is carefully watched. Every man is 
individually graded and one of them 










is selected as the “honor man” of the 
platoon. Competition is keen and the 
accolade is not lightly bestowed. It 
means that the recipient, on his own 
merit, was outstanding all through re- 
cruit training, from the school of the 
soldier to marksmanship on the target 
ranges. Pvt. T. E. Power was selected 
as honor man of his platoon. 

It wasn’t until after he had enlisted 
and was undergoing instruction that 
Power learned of the possibilities of 
becoming an officer by attending the 
Candidates Class. He had come into 
the service asking nothing more than 
the chance to be a Marine. It was his 
instructors who considered him for the 
Candidates Class. 

Qualified as a candidate for commis- 
sion, Power was transferred to Quan- 
tico, Virginia, where the class is held. 
Upon arrival he was appointed private 
first class and assigned to his company, 
which is the normal procedure. 

As a member of Company H, 26th 
Candidates Class, Power found himself 
in fast competition. Most of his fellow 
students were college graduates, which 
Power is not. To overcome this aca- 
demic handicap, he studied harder and 
longer and he applied himself strictly 
to the business at hand. The result was 
that on June 2, when the class 
graduated and commissioned, Power 
ranked seventeenth, a worthy accom- 
plishment in such company. He is now 
attending the Reserve Officers Class 
for further instruction, after which he 
may be assigned to duty with the 
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]. There are a dozen ways to be a social suc- 
cess... looks, clothes, money, brains, money, 
personality, family, money, youth, beauty, 
and your own checking account. Me, I be- 
came a social success by putting on a big 
front... well, I didn’t exactly put it on... 
I took my girdle off. 





4, Learn to dance. I know what it is to bea 
wallflower. In fact, I once sat in a corner so 
long I had clinging ivy growing up both 
legs. Clinging ivy is bad enough. But film 
clinging to teeth is worse. It dulls your teeth 
and dims your smile. But Pepsodent with 
Irium sure gets rid of film in a hurry. 


How PEPSODENT 
with IRIUM 


uncovers 





» brighter teeth 





Short Cuts 


to Social 


by BOB HOPE 


2. First, dress carefully to make the best im- 
pression. I never wear anything beyond ten 
days—I tire of things quickly, also that’s when 
the free trial offer is up. Of course, if you 
really want to have something after ten days’ 
trial, try Pepsodent. You'll have a bright 
smile that nobody can take away from you. 





5, Above all, watch your manners. For exam- 
ple... when you drink tea, extend your finger. 
This is not only polite, but in case anybody 
tries to steal your sugar, you can poke ‘em 
in the eye. Otherwise, never point... unless 
it’s to show how Pepsodent, the film-remov- 
ing tooth paste, keeps teeth bright. 








3. Next, always be friendly. Unless you're 
leaving town anyway, never greet a stranger 
by saying, “Well, what d’ya hear from your 
Draft Board?” Instead, give him something 
pleasant to think about, like...“ Pepsodent— 
and only Pepsodent—contains Irium. It’s 
the special film-removing tooth paste.” 
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Only Pepsodent 
contains lrium 
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Film on teeth collects This film-coated mirror Butlook whatIrium does! That's how Pepsodent 
stains, makes teeth look _ illustrateshowsmileslook It loosens film—floats it with Irium uncovers the, 
dingy —hides the true whencommonplacemeth- away, leaves the surface  matural brightness of your 
brightness of your smile. ods don’t clean film away. clean and bright. 


smile ... safely, gently. 
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War workers cheer 
the extra freedom 


NO BELTS 
NO PINS 
NO PADS 
NO ODOR 


WITH TAMPAX 


Things move fast in war time. Changes 
that might take years now happen in 
weeks... Jammed buses, overtime hours, 
crowded rest-rooms—and great numbers 
of these slack-wearing girls find Tampax 
practically a necessity . . . For Tampax is 
Sanitary protection that you wear ivter- 
nally. No bulging or bunching under the 
slacks, and you can change it “‘quick as 
a wink!"’ No belts, pins or pads. And 
wonder of wonders, no odor! 

Tampax was perfected by a doctor for 
smart, modern women, for dainty sensi- 
tive women, for war workers, nurses, 
housewives, office girls, college girls— 
for active mothers and daughters . . . Easy 
disposal; no sanitary deodorant needed. 
Made of pure surgical cotton, it comes 
in neat patented applicator, so your 
hands need never touch the Tampax. 

Remember the 3 sizes, especially the Super, 
which has about 50% extra absorbency. 
At drug stores or notion counters. Intro- 
ductory box, 20¢. Bargain economy pack- 
age lasts 4 months’ average. Don’t wait 
till mext month! Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 
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Strict-attention 
picture of Ann 
Sheridan and Sgt. 
Alan Mansonvery 
busy concentrat- 
ing on each other 


at Mocambo 





troops or to some other school for addi- 
tional training. 

When an officer completes his train- 
ing at the ROC, there are several paths 
he may follow. Each requires qualifi- 


cations of its own. But the one Lieu- 
tenant Power hopes to achieve requires 
a combination of them all. 

“T’ll go anywhere they think I’m best 
fitted, of course,” he said, “But I am 
particularly interested in becoming a 
glider pilot, or anything else in the air 
service for that matter. I used to fly, 
you know.” 

Under controlled physical condition- 
ing, Power has grown lean and lithe, 
with a face as brown as an old gun- 
sling. He has developed a military 
bearing. His uniform has long lost 
it recruit-like appearance. 

“He’s beginning to look like a 
Marine,’ somebody remarked a few 
weeks ago. 

“Mister,” the sergeant major snorted, 
“that man is a Marine!” 

And when anyone wrings that kind 
of compliment from a sergeant major, 
he must be delivering the goods. 

Frank H. Rentgrow, 
Marine Gunner, USMC 


Tip-the-hat Department: Cal winds up 
this month tipping his derby to his 
bosses, the smart guys. The romantic 
occasion is the wedding of Betty Grable 


















Have-fun picture 
of Deanna Durbin 
doing her charm- 
ing derndest to 
entertainavisitor 
at the Holly- 


wood Canteen 


and Harry James that took place per 
the specifications in the exclusive Aug- 
ust PHOTOPLAY story. In this, Harry 
James had admitted that he and Betty 
had definite plans. Whereupon the edi- 
tors had read the romantic handwriting 
on the wall and drawn the smart con- 
clusion that if Harry could manage a 
quick divorce he and Betty would 
marry; if not, the romance would prob- 
ably end. That’s why, when news came 
through of the wedding in Las Vegas in 
the early hours of a July morning, the 
editors weren’t surprised. 

As for the details—well, Betty wore 
a blue street-length dress and a blue 
flower in her hair. The Methodist min- 
ister married them in the parlor of 
the Las Vegas hotel with Betty’s ad- 
monition, “Make it short—three min- 
utes by the stopwatch,” ringing in 
his ears. 

After the ceremony came the wed- 
ding breakfast—ham, fried potatoes 
and champagne, and a call to Betty’s 
mother who had been too ill to accom- 
pany her daughter. 

The couple’s in Hollywood now, Har- 
ry working on “Mr. Coed” and Betty 
en “Sweet Rosie O’Grady.” It may be 
that Harry will soon leave to join Uncle 
Sam’s forces, since his divorce placed 
him in the immediate draft. 

So congratulations to Betty and 
Harry—and to PHOTOPLAY’s editors! 
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ON THE COVER 


Scene at Douglas Aircraft: 
Olivia de Havilland being 
posed for Photoplay's cover 
by artist Paul Hesse 


EE Olivia de Havilland at Mocambo 

and watch the men watch her. See 
her at the Hollywood Canteen and catch 
the look in the eyes of servicemen 
when they catch a look at her. 

But see her on Photoplay’s cover 
this month and know that thousands 
of men, unknown to her, unseen by 
her, are thanking her for what she is 
doing here. They are the men in the 
tundras of the Aleutians, in the sand- 
pits of Africa, in the jungles of the 
South Pacific, your brother, your hus- 
band, your son. They are cheering her 
silently today because she is, in this 
cover portrait, an example of what 
American women can do to help keep 
America, the land of these fighting men, 
alive for them. 

Olivia de Havilland poses here as a 
woman employed as an airport me- 
chanic. She has done this that you— 
thousands of you American women— 
may be inspired to give your time, 
your labor, to an industry that is badly 
in need of your help. After this war 
broke out one of every three men 
employed was lost to domestic air trans- 
port. A call went out; soon American 
women, a long brave line of them in 
overalls, began to come to the gates of 
the air fields, ready to release a man 
for service, 

You have the chance now to follow 
this line, to help keep industry power- 
ful. You will have in this air trans- 
port fine training, an inspirational op- 
portunity for advancement, a personal 
satisfaction that you are doing your 
wartime job. But most of all what you 
will find there will be that silent echo 
of a man’s cheer from a faraway land. 




















Now's the time to show 
how much you love him! 


You don’t have to consult a banker to 
know what a safe investment they are. 


OMEHOW, on Bill’s last leave, you 
S sensed it was going to be goodbye. 
And suddenly—in that fearful moment 
—you knew how much you really loved 
him! 

Loved him? Why, your sun rises and 
sets on that big overgrown boy who’s 
gone across the seas. Nobody ever loved 
anyone else more than you love your 
Bill. Nobody could. 

And here’s how you can prove your 
love—and show how deep it goes! 

Watch your spending. Give up things 
you don’t need. Save a quarter here. 
Deny yourself a dollar’s worth there. 

And put the money you save—every 
bit of it—into War Bonds! 

War Bonds will speed our tanks from 
the assembly lines to the battle lines... 
planes from blueprints to blue skies. 

War Bonds will help to plan the peace 
that will make victory stick. 

War Bonds are a part payment for the 
privilege of being a free American—and a 
down payment on your future joy and 
happiness with Bill. 


They’re secured by fertile fields and 
bustling mills—by all the wealth and 
enterprise that spell out U. S. A.! 

There’s nothing better, for anybody’s 
money. Buy more War Bonds today! 


Here’s what War Bonds 
do for You: 
1 They provide the safest place in all the 
world for your savings. 


2 They are a written promise from the 
United States of America to pay you back 
every penny you put in. 


3 They pay you back $4 for every $3 you 
put in, at the end of ten years .. . accumulate 
interest at the rate of 2.9 per cent. 


4 The longer you hold them, the more 
they’re worth. But, remember, if you need 
the money you may turn them in and get 
your cash back at any time after 60 days. 


° 

5 They are never worth less than the money 

you invested in them. They can’t go down in 

value. That’s a promise from the financially 

strongest institution in the world; the United 
tates of America. 


SAVE YOUR MONEY THE SAFEST WAY—BUY U. S. WAR BONDS REGULARLY 





Published in cooperation with the Drug, Cosmetic and Allied Industries by: 


MUM 


A Product of Bristol-Myers Co. 


zz 





od 


1S My 


BREAD and BUTTER” 
















































he says lovely 
Sally Suegmund 


“Why do photographers ask me to 
pose so often? Because the glamour 
they seek is enhanced by perfect 
grooming of my hair. No matter how 
lovely one's features, glamour van- 
ishes with untidy hair. Naturally, | use 
HOLD-BOB Bob Pins at 


loveliness of my coiffure.” 


to. insure 


———— 


a @) 490) -1@)- Mam -fo) oN gar 
loveliness for your coiffure. They hold 


assure lasting 
better because they're stronger. . . 
firmer... don't show because of round, 
invisible heads. Finish is satin-smooth. 
Ends are rounded, too. Because they're 
scarce—now, more than ever, use 
5 1@) G02) -1@)-8-1o) ok alae 

They last longer. 

Genuine HOLD- 

BOB Bob Pins 

come on a card 

as shown, plain- 


ly priced 10c. 


THE HUMP = 
HAIRPIN MEG. C0., cuscaco, i 








| tleship 


Donne 
Reed, star 
housewife 
who does a 
big war- 
time job in 
a small 
apartment 














You've heard a lot of "pro-and-con" on whether you should 


save kitchen fats. 


OU want to go to war. 
Y You want to get into 

uniform, be a nurse, 
Wave, Wac or Spar or even a welder 
wearing one of those coal-scuttle, out-of- 
this-world hats. Maybe you will and may- 
be you won’t—but if you don’t wear a 
uniform don’t fool yourself that you aren't 
in this war, because you are. 

How? Well, one way is to conserve and 
salvage fat. Conserve it—that is save drip- 
pings and re-use them in later cooking— 
because fat is an important source of 
food energy. Conserve it, because that 
will help relieve the demand on com- 
mercial products which then can be used 
for our men in service and to ship to our 
Allies who are suffering an even greater 
fat and food shortage than our own. 

Salvage waste fat for the glycerine it 
contains. Glycerine is an essential ingre- 
dient in making drug and medical sup- 
plies; coatings for shells, tanks and bat- 
turrets; textiles and adhesives; 
compass floats, mechanisms for field and 
naval gun recoils and depth charge re- 
leases—and explosives. These are all vital 
in the war effort. In our own kitchens 
we can salvage pound after pound of fat 
which formerly we threw away—and 
every pound of salvaged kitchen fat con- 
tains enough glycerine to fire four anti- 
aircraft shells. 

Saving fat may be a new story to you, 
but take it from Donna Reed it is a good 
old American’ custom. Donna, you 
know, is the up-and-coming star who is 
now playing opposite Charles Laughton in 
“The Man From Down Under” and who 
recently married Bill Tuttle, of M-G-M’s 
make-up department. 

Donna and Bill are living in a small 
apartment now. Donna says proudly that 
Bill is the best vacuum chauffeur in town 
and Bill says she is the best cook! 

As a matter of fact, cooking never has 


Here are the honest facts about it 


BY ANN HAMILTON 


been a hardship for Donna, 
because her mother taught 
her to cook back on the 
farm in Iowa. 

“I save every bit of fat,” she says. “I 
wouldn’t waste a spoonful of it for any- 
thing and I believe every other woman 
in the country will feel the same way as 
soon as she realizes how important it is 
and how much she can help by saving fat.” 

Donna saves the fat trimmed from roasts, 
chops, steak and poultry, cuts it into small 
pieces and renders it by simmering over 
a low heat and straining off the liquid fat 
as it rises. She uses this, also bacon 
drippings and the drippings from broiler 
and roasting pans (all strained), for cook- 
ing. She also strains and re-uses lard and 
vegetable shortenings for deep fat frying. 

She includes in her salvage fats all those 
which can no longer be used for cooking, 
fats from fish or in which fish has been 
cooked, and the fats which rise to the 
surface of gravies, soups and stews. She 
strains these into a clean one-pound coffee 
can which she keeps in the refrigerator 
and when the can is full she turns it in 
to her butcher. 

“It’s only a little bit, of course,” she says, 
“but with every woman in the country 
saving on the same scale the millions of 
pounds of fat which we used to waste will 
help us win the war.” 

If you want to make your own fat 
conservation and salvage as 100 percent 
effective as Donna’s, keep in mind these 
tips from her. In preparing fats for home 
use of salvage, be sure to use a low tem- 
perature. If fat gets above the boiling point 
it will be too rancid for cooking and the 
glycerine content will be reduced. If you 
have trouble with top of the stove render- 
ing, try melting the fat in the top of a 
double boiler. And remember that for 
salvage purposes dark fat has just as much 
glycerine as light. 

















ROUNDELAY TO VIGOR | 


Sleek Rosalind, thou peerless Russell 
Your art is wrought of trap steel | 
muscle; | 
Whatever problems you embrace 
You do so always with your face, | 
Your ears grow restive, mouth awry | 
And boredom smolders in your eye, 
Your eyebrows climb with simian 
speed 
At merest hint of overt deed | 
And when you've found an under- | 
standing | 
The eyebrows make a dubious landing; 
It’s art, of course, but who can know 
What trials your features undergo? 


BIOGRAPHICAL BOY 


A gifted wight is Don Ameche 

(My Aunt Amelia calls him peachy) 

If anyone should need a speech, he 
Delivers it imstanter. 

His ample talents run to traffic 

In matters largely biographic 

(In Hollywood he’s called tarrafic!) 
He’s also sharp at banter. 

He'll someday give us Diminet (Abbe) | 

Or Don Quixote, or Hammurabi 

Or even good old Ali Babi | 

| 





With motives quite asthetic. 
He's won the gal and also loster 
As Samuel Morse and Stephen Foster 
For lives of great men are his oyster | 
(The license is poetic). 


ODE TO WOOLLEY 


Hirsute sensation of the screen, 





Such indignation and such spleen 
As only you, untrammeled, can 
Emblazon on the human pan 

Invests us with the humble awe 
We once reserved for Bernard Shaw. 
We do obeisance to your choler, 
Inevitable as a house dick’s bowler. | 
Irascible, undaunted Monty, | 
Here’s bottoms up. Au votre santé! | 





BEAUTY HELP FOR “HOME FRONT” HANDS! 


TOUSHAY 


Beforehand lotion guards hands even in hot, soapy water 





Lots of extra little soap-and-water chores nowadays! 
So guard soft, lovely hands with Toushay! Smooth on this 
«“e > e 

creamy “beforehand” lotion before you put your hands 

into hot, soapy water. Toushay’s made to a special for- 

mula— helps prevent dryness and roughness—helps keep 

busy hands soft. Inexpensive. At your druggist’s. 
Trade-marked Product of Bristol-Myers 
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But KLEENEX" TISSUES help keep 
me on the job! | use them during | 
colds and say goodbye to sore nose 
misery ! 


(from a letter by P.S., Thomaston, Ga.) 





PROTECT THE OTHERS! KLEENEX HELPS 
CHECK SPREAD OF COLOS. USE A TISSUE 
ONCE=THEN DESTROY, GERMS AND ALL! 


















Quicker 
on the | Draw! 





With the KLEENEX oy a-Tissue 
Box you pull a tissue and up pops 
another—not a hondful as with 
ordinary. boxes. Saves tissues-saves 
money ! (from letter by B. W., Galveston, Tex.) 


TELL ME ANOTHER 


sas Kleenex 


AND WIN A $25 WAR BOND 
for each statement we publish 
on why you like Kleenex Tissues 
better than any other brand 
Address Kieenex, 919 N Michigan Ave. 
Chicago, 11, iWinols 















TEST 
FOR 
TISSUES! 

Lt 
HOLD KLEENEX UP 7 TO A LIGHT— 
YOU WON'T FINO HOLES OR WEAK 
SPOTS! REGAROLESS OF WHAT 
OTHERS DO, WE ARE DETERMINED 
TO MAINTAIN ALEENEX QUALITY 
IN EVERY PARTICULAR! 
(nett wont stop 
‘till I get 
Delsey*again = 


-its soft like 
Kleenex = , 
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*#T.M. Reg.U.S. Pat. Off. 


Brief Reviews 
(Continued from page 6) 


YVFIVE GRAVES TO CAIRO—Paramount: Fran- 
chot Tone, British soldier in Tobruk, impersonates a 
dead German waiter in the pay of the Nazis in a small 
hotel run by Akim Tamiroff. From Field Marshal 
Rommel, superbly played by Erich von Stroheim, 
Tone learns the secret of the German success in 
Africa. Peter Van Eyck scores heavily as Rommel’s 
aid and Anne Baxter is more than competent. (Aug.) 
GILDERSLEEVE’S RKO-Radio: 
When well-meaning Gildersleeve, as a member of a 
jury, works to set the accused man free and then is 
accused of bribery, all heck breaks loose with a whirl 
of puffing Gildersleeves midst a wild series of chases. 


BAD DAY 


Jane Darwell, Nancy Gates and Charles Arnt get 
mixed up in the thing. (Aug.) 

GOOD MORNING, JUDGE—Universal: This tries 
very hard to be funny and has Dennis O’Keefe as a 


music publisher being sued for plagiarism with Louise 
Allbritton as the plaintiff's attorney. This leads to 
many doings which are supposed to be very amusing 
Mary Beth Hughes is contender for Mr. O'’Keefe’s 
aftlections, (July) 


1 ARRIGAN’S KID—M-G-M: Bobby Readick looks 
ike a good bet in his cinema debut as a young jockey 
trained in arrogance and dishonesty by ex-jockey Bill 
Gargan. Gargan, as always, is splendid in his role, 
and J. Carrol Naish and Frank Craven lend a lot 
to this little racetrack tale. (June) 


HE HIRED THE BOSS —20th Century-Fox: There’s 
an appealing, homey quality in this story about an 
office worker, Stuart Erwin, who plods along year 
after year getting nowhere, until, finally, through 
a pioperty deal, Stuart takes over the business and 
hires his boss to work for him. Evelyn Venable is 
Stuart’s girl, Thurston Hall the boss, and William 
Orr, the boss’s son. (June) 


VAHELLO, FRISCO, HELLO—20th Century-Fox: 
Alice Faye is lovelier than ever in this Gay Nineties 
musical as the singer in love with John Payne, who 
can’t resist the Nob Hill lovely, Lynn Bari. Jack 
Oakie, with his inimitable singing and strutting, and 
June Havoc are also entertainers. The music will 
evoke nostalgic memories and if you miss this you'll 
be sorry. (June) 


WHE’S MY GUY—Universal: The ribald clowning 
of talented Joan Davis does much to make this picture 
a hit. Dick Foran and Irene Hervey, as the estranged 
couple who are reunited through a defense plant show, 
sing several songs delightfully and Gertrude Niesen 


puts across her numbers in wonderful style. The 
Mills Brothers and Fuzzy Knight contribute a lot 
of entertainment. (June) 


HIGH EXPLOSIVE—Paramount: Chester Morris. 
an expert in handling high explosives and also at 
casting big eyes at Jean Parker takes on the perilous 
job of driving a truck loaded with nitroglycerine. 
When Jane's brother, Rand Brooks, is killed in a 
truck explosion, Chester is blz imed and only redeems 
himself by_his own bravery. It’s a fast-moving little 
picture. (June) 


YVHIT PARADE OF 1943—Republic: Susan Hay 
ward, songwriter, is out to seek revenge on John 
Carrol, who has deliberately stolen one of her num- 
bers, but you know what happens then. Love. Eve 
Arden is swell with her smart-dame chatter and Gail 
Patrick is the jealous female. The tunes are so tune- 
ful and Susan does a swell job of singing. (June) 


SERVES A WRIT—U. A.: Brave and 
handsome Hopalong, played as usual by William 
Boyd, leads the pursuit of brigands who manage to 
cross the state border. But Hopalong, using a dis- 


HOPPY 


guise, follows them and traps them back over the 
border. A fight to a finish between Boyd and Victor 
Jory, the robber, is a lulu. (June) 


1 ESCAPED FROM THE GEST. APO—Monogram: 
ne an Jagger, an American forger in prison is extri- 
cated by the Gestapo who need him in their counter- 
feiting scheme. They set him to work for them behind 
a beach concession which is a front to gather infor- 
mation. Finally his patriotism is aroused and he gets 
a message through to the F.B.I. With John Carra- 
dine, Bill Henry, and Mary Brian. (July) 


ISLE OF ROMANCE—Universal: Allen Jones and 
Andy Devine pose respectively as native chief and 
beachcomber of an island paradise which they attempt 
to sell to wealthy Ernest Truek and Marjorie Gateson 
and almost succeed until the return of the natives 
breaks up the scheme. Lovely Aquanetta, Jane 
Frazee and Mary Wickes are neatly written into this 
tale of song and nonsense. (June) 


IT AIN’T HAY—Universal: Abbott and Costello, 
the funny ones, ste: il a champion race horse thinking 
it’s worthless and the hullabaloo that ensues is typi- 
cal Abbott and Costello fun. Grace McDonald and 
Leighton Noble take care of the romance department, 
Patsy O’Connor sings, and Eugene Pallette is 400 
pounds of frustrated efficiency. (June) 


YI! WALKED WITH A ZOMBIE—RKO-Radio 
Frances Dee is the nurse who goes to the Caribbean 
where she discovers her patient is insane. The natives 
proclaim the woman a zombie and in order to help 
restore her to normalcy, the nurse becomes involved 
im weird voodoo hoodoo. Tom Conway is the husband, 
Jimmy Ellison his younger brother, and Sir Lancelot 
and Edith Barrett complete the cast. (June) 


tox: In order to re- 
1urel and Hardy run 
First they're 


tablets; t 


JITTERBUGS—20th Century 
cover money stolen by crooks, L 
riot in this not very funny movie. 

a two-member jive band selling gasoline 


they become involved in an impersonation contest, 
Hardy as a Southern Colcne] and Laurel first as his 
valet and then as Vivian Biaine’s aunt. (Aug.) 


KING OF THE COWBOYS—Republic: Roy Rogers 


is a rodeo performer who joins a carnival in order to 


get first hand information on thieves who operate 
through a mind-reading act. Smiley Burnett is as 
funnable as ever, and Peggy Moran is cute. (July) 


VLADY OF BURLESQUE—VU. A.: When murder 
occurs behind a stage in a burlesque theater, Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, star of the show, Michael O’Shea 
the comic, Pinky Lee, |. Edward Bromberg the theater 
manager, and burlesque girls Marian Martin, 
Gioria Dickson, Iris Adrian, and Victoria Faust are 
all involved. Charles Dingle is the police inspector. 
and the cast are very good. (July) 


LADIES’ DAY—RKO-Radio: Eddie Albert’s fine 
acting talents are wasted in this potpourri of non- 
sense in which he’s cast as a baseball player whose 
wife, Lupe Velez, interferes with his work. As a 
result, the wives of other players get together to keep 
Lupe in line. Patsy Kelly and Max Baer are another 
husband and wife couple. (June) 


LEATHER BURNERS—U. A.: 
played by Bill Boyd, and his | val, 
bunch of cattle rustlers in po oe to learn the identity 
of the boss culprit. When they find where the stolen 
cattle are hidden, a fine free-for-all results. Victor 
lets is the bad man. It’s not quite up to the standard 
of former Hopalong stories. (July) 


LEOPARD MAN, THE 
O'Keefe, publicity man, gives an actress a black leo 
pard that kills a young ‘girl, whereupon other mur- 
ders occur which are made to look like a leopardish 
deed. Margo, Isobel Jewell, Abner Biberman, a 
leopard trainer, and Ben Bard, police chief, all prowl 
along with the cat. (Aug.) 


YMISSION TO MOSCOW- 
egardless of your reaction to 
sage of understanding Russia, it’s beautifully di- 
rected, acted and executed. The story takes former 
ambassador Davies, played by Walter Huston, prior 
to the war, through the factories, intrigues, and 
length and breadth of Europe in his quest for truth 
about Hitler and Russia. It’s definitely a picture to 
see. (Aug.) 


Hopalong Cassidy, 


Andy Clyde, join a 


-RKO-Radio: Dennis 


-Warner Brothers: 
this picture’s mes- 


Y MISTER 
body group 
for their class play, 
who wins? Anyway, 
ality and a great little performer. 
old-style and new-style the songs written by Buddy 
Pepper and Inez James, and Peggy Ryan proves a 
live-wire partner for O'Connor. (Aug.) 


student 
] 


BIG—Universal: Here's the 
again who want to put on a hot musica! 
but the faculty says no. Guess 

Donald O’Connor is a person 
Gloria Jean sings 


SAY MORE THE MERRIER, THE—Columbia: This 
mad-cap caricature of overcrowded Washington is 
delightful farce, packed with hilarious antics. It 
starts when stenographer Jean Arthur decides to rent 
out half her small apartment, and Charles Coburn 
insists a ogg moving in and then rents out half of 
= half to Joel McCrea, and everything gets hectic. 

The more of this kind of picture the merrier. (July) 


YMR. LUCK Y—Columbia: Cary Grant is the owner 
of a gambling ship, and in order to get some much- 
needed money he attempts to horn in on a War Re- 
lief Committee. There he meets and falls in love 
with Laraine Day and is finally regenerated. So 
much so that he renounces his love and sails his ship 
away with medical supplies to the Greeks. Not up 
to the usual Grant standard. (July) 


UVMY FRIEND FLICK A—20th Century-Fox: Rod- 
dy McDowall roams his father’s Wyoming ranch 
with little sense of responsibility until he chooses the 
horse Flicka for his very own. Then Flicka becomes 
ill, and through the boy’s loyalty to his horse is born 
a new understi nding between him and his father, 
Preston Foster. You'll love it all. (July) 


VV NEXT OF KIN—Universal—This British film is 
a vivid and terrifying portrayal of how loose talk can 
lose lives of loved ones. A German spy sent to Eng- 
land manages through the tragically innocent betray- 
ers of England to get a complete picture of a secret 
British plan to wipe out a German submarine base 
and through this information costs many unnecessary 
lives of brave soldiers. You must see it. (June) 


VYPILOT No. 5—M-G-M: Four pilots on the island 
of Java reveal to their Major the life story of the 
pilot who has just taken off for a suicidal attempt 
Leaiaet the Japs. Franchot Tone as the pilot who is 
so believable, and Gene Kelly as his political partner, 


Van Johnson, Steve Garay, and Marsha Hunt all 
give top-notch performancees. (July) 
War Department film: 


ye RELUDE TO WAR 
V 


ery man and woman who loves freedom should see 
this graphic and pulse-stirring account of why we're 
where we are today. It shows the causes of the pres- 
ent war, beginning when the Japs attacked Manchuria. 
The picture, culled from news shots and cz aptured en- 
emy films, is a master job of editing by Frank Capra 
as one of his first jobs for the Army. (Aug.) 


YY PRESENTING LILY MARS—M-G-M: A 


honey of a musical, with Judy Garland a stage-struck 


in 
re 


is 


+) 


fe 


is 
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miss from Indiana who pesters stage producer Van 
Heflin to give her a job. When she refuses to be dis 
couraged and tollows him to New York, he’s forced 
to give in and give her a role. Judy is delightful and 
Heflin is, as always, very good. (July) 


REAR GUNNER, THE—Warners: You'll see Ron 
ald Reagan again, this time as an actor for Uncle 
Sam in this picture of how the L. S. Army trains 
aerial gunners. But the picture belongs to Burgess 
Meredith, playing the part of the farm lad who joins 
up just “to be around” a Flying Fortress. (July) 


ALUTE FOR THREE—Paramount: Press agent 
ees May tries to promote Betty Rhodes into a 
radio job by linking her name with war hero Mac- 
dk nald Carey, but the publicity stunt backfires. Dona 
Drake leads her girl orchestra and Betty sings pleas- 
ingly. Macdonald Carey is wasted. (Aug.) 


SARONG GIRL—-Monogram: Ann Corio, a burlesque 
star whose jail sentence is commuted when a shady 
lawyer steps in, is not yet competent enous sh to handle 


a leading role. “Scat” Davis and his music and the 
comedy team of Tim and Irene Ryan brighten it up, 
but it’s still an inept picture. (Aug.) 


SHANTYTOWN—Republic: Here’s little Mary Lee 
as a poor kid who arranges for a garage mechanic to 
live with her folks in Shantytown. When she learns 
a racketeer has him in a bad spot her chivalry is 
aroused and she manages to save him, John Archer 
and Marjorie Lord are a handsome couple, and Harry 
Davenport, Billy Gilbert, and Matty Malneck and his 
orchestra lend a lot to the show. (July) 


YV SLIGHTLY DANGEROUS—M-G-M: Romance 
in the comedy manner, with Lana Turner as a small- 
town shopgirl who goes to the city, buys herself 
a new personality and then meets a mishap that leads 
to an impersonation. Robert Young is the boy in love 
with Lana. (June) 


SONG OF TEX AS—Republic: Roy Rogers is a ro- 
deo performer who allows an old cowhand to pretend 
to be owner of Roy’s ranch in order to impress the 
old fellow’s daughter, Sheila Ryan and her pal Ar- 
line Judge. Before things right themselves, kind- 
hearted Roy almost loses his ranch altogether. (Aug.) 


VU SPITFIRE—Goldwyn-U A film you will re- 
member is this story of R. J. Nitehell, the designer 
of the Spitfire, told in the picture by David Niven, 
test pilot. Leslie Howard plays Mitchell, who cuts 
short a holiday in Germany when he listens to Hitler’s 
officers, to return to En; gland and remodel] his plane. 
Because this is a true story, you will find it twice as 
moving and exciting. (Aug.) 


eh AGE DOOR CANTEEN — Sol Lesser- 
: A colossal parade of top names in the theater 
and im orchestras lend their talent to this picture of 
New York's Stage Door Canteen. The story has am 
bitious actress Cheryl Walker meeting soldier William 
Terry at the Canteen and their love story unfolding 
amidst glittering top-star entertainment. (Aug.) 


VWVMSTORMY WEATHER 20th Century-Fox: 
Crammed to the brim with entertainers who can en- 
tertain, this all-Negro revue is a singing, dancing 
feast. Bill Robinson, veteran tap dancer and master 
of them all, reviews the fictional events that have 
shaped his life, his love and marriage to beauteous 
Lena Horne, their separation and reunion. With Cab 
Calloway and Dooley Wilson. (Aug.) 


SWING SHIFT MAISIE—M-G-M: Ann Sothern, 
as Maisie, is working in a trained dog act when test 
pilot James Craig gets a job in a defense plant. That's 
where Maisie lands in dine trouble when Jean Rogers 
betrays her. It's average fare. (Aug.) 


TAXI, MISTER—Roach-U. A.: Bill Bendix and Joe 
Sawyer are a pair of taxi drivers whose success story 
is told in flashbacks of how Bendix met and fel] in 
love with burlesque queen Grace Bradley and how 
gangster Sheldon Leonard's interference  even- 
tually led to their success in business and love. All 
three principals are a hit trio and Jack Norton is an 
amusing drunk. (Aug.) 


VWTHEY CAME TO BLOW UP AMERICA—20th 
Century-Fox: All about the German training of sabo- 
teurs to be sent to America, with George Sanders as 
the American-born German who goes to Germany to 
study at the Nazi school for saboteurs at the insti- 
gation of the FBI. It’s an informative story packed 
with suspense; and Poldy Dur, Anna Sten, and Ward 
Bond round out the excellent cast. (July) ‘ 


THIS LAND IS MINE—RKO-Radio: Charles 
Laughton as the timid schoolmaster overridden by 
mother love surpasses anything he has done on the 
screen. Una O’Connor as his mother is terrific. 
Maureen O’Hara is the schoolteacher Laughton loves, 
George Sanders her fiance who turns traitor, and Kent 
Smith her brother. They, as well as Walter Slezak 
as a Nazi, deserve applause. (June) 


WHITE SAVAGE—Universal: A melee of murder, 
fabulous jewels, greedy men, earthquakes and Maria 
Montez in a sarong—all in Technicolor. Maria is a 
South Sea princess and Jon Hall a white fisherman 
who falls in love with her. Sabu, sly and comical, 
is most amusing. (July) 


Y YOUNG MR. PITT, 7 HE—20th Century-Fox: As 
pure entertainment, this biogr: iphical tale of the career 
of the English prime minister leaves much to be de- 
sired. It is however, beautifully acted and _histori- 
cally interesting. Robert Donat plays the conscientious 
Pitt, Robert Morley his opponent, Phyllis Calvert 
the girl he loves. (June) c 











III stay 
all evening...thanks fo my 
30 second secret 





Do you ever forget that simple, unsuspected body staleness can be 
the real cause of a wrecked romance? Once I forgot, and it brought 
me heartbreak! But then I discovered a lucky secret...and now 
in just 30 seconds I can always make sure I'll stay 
fragrantly dainty all evening! And here’s how... 


“FIRST, after my bath, I dry myself gently...just barely 
patting those easily irritated “danger zones” that might 
chafe! 


“THEN, I caress my whole body with Cashmere Bouquet 
Talcum! From top to toe, its soothing coolness cascades 
over my skin with a siiky-smoothness. Quickly, the tiny 
traces of moisture I missed are absorbed. And there I 
stand, delicately perfumed all over... knowing now 
why they call it—the fragrance men love! 


““AH, AND NOW, how luxurious I feel...no chafing or 
binding, now or later! I’m confident and at ease, for I 
know that Cashmere Bouquet’s smooth protection 
will last the whole evening through—and so will the 
. men love!” 





Make Cashmere Bouquet Talcum your secret of daintiness! Discover 
for yourself its long-clinging softness and alluring fragrance...all 
the superb qualities that have made Cashmere Bouquet the largest 
selling talcum in America! You'll find it in 10¢ and larger sizes at / 
all leading toilet goods counters. / 


Cashmere Bououet | 


THE TALC WITH THE FRAGRANCE MEN LOVE 
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Cover Girl tells — u 





ow | really do Stop 


Underarm Perspiration and Odor 


(and save up to 50%)" 


“My job calls for glamour!” 
says lovely FRANCES DONELON 


“I've appeared on twelve covers of one 
popular national magazine alone,”’ says 
alluring Frances Donelon. “But first, I 
had to learn how to stay ‘picture-lovely’ 
under the wilting heat of photographer's 
lights. 

“T had to find a deodorant that really 
kept my underarms dry. Both for glam- 
our—and to protect the expensive 
clothes I model in. I found perfect 
underarm protection in Odorono Cream! 

“‘Here’s the reason. It contains a really 
effective perspiration stopper. Your un- 
derarm is kept dry and odorless because 
it simply closes the tiny sweat glands 
and keeps them closed—up to 3 days! 

“Tt will not irritate—even after shaving. 
It contains emollients actually soothing to 
the skin. 

“And I have proved that it will not rot 
delicate fabrics. I just follow directions. 
You can use it every day if you like. And 
you get up to 21 more applications for 39¢ 
than other leading deodorant creams give 


you. 

“Tf you are concerned about your per- 
sonal daintiness—do try this wonderful 
Cover-Girl deodorant 


Odorono Cream.” 








Beautiful Frances Donelon 
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Relieves Pain Quick, Prevents Pinching, Pressing and Rubbing of Shoes 


Try Dr. Scholl's KUROTEX—the new velvety-soft, flesh color, soothing, cushion- 
ing, protective foot plaster. When used on feet or toes, it quickly 
relieves corns, callouses on bottom of feet, bunions and tender 
spots caused by shoe friction or pressure. Helps ease new or 
tight shoes and “breaking-in” discomfort. Prevents corns, sore 
toes and blisters if applied at first sign of irritation. 

Cut Dr. Scholl’s KUROTEX to any size or shape and apply it. 
Ever so economical. Splendid for preventing blisters on the 
hands of Golfers, Tennis Players, etc. 

Sold at Drug, Shoe, Dept. and 10¢ Stores. For FREE Sample and 
Dr. Scholl's Foot Booklet, write Dr. Scholl's, Dept. K, Chicago. 


Easily cut to 
any size or 
shape 











“‘| never dreamed a bath could be 





ot department 
& drug stores 
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so relaxing 


Feel like a lady of leisure as you bathe 
in the exquisitely perfumed, billowy 
bubbles of Bathasweet Foam. It 
softens the water, and your body skin 
actually gets cleaner, stays radiantly 
dainty long after your bath! 


[et 


. 


\ Listen gals! 


A> 4 Send 3¢ stamp with your name and 


|) &/y address for trial one-bath packet, to 
;}i,/ Bathasweet Corp., Suite 11, 1911 Park 
Ave., New York, N. Y. 
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Hi, Hollywood. f 


Reader Harold Gould goes 
to the film capital on 


no capital and turns up 


with this capital gossip 





HIS must be a wonderful dream,” I 

kept telling myself as I stood at the 

corner of Hollywood Boulevard and 
Vine Street with my mouth ajar. Many 
times I had vowed to make the trip to 
the West Coast and when the oppor- 
tunity came for me to help a neighbor 
woman drive out on business I could 
not turn it down. 

I walked down the street for a whole 
block before I finally saw what I was 
searching for—a real live movie star! 
It was Cary Grant! My first impulse 
was to secure his autograph, so I dashed 
down the street after him. He was 
very obliging. 

The fact that I had exactly ten dol- 
lars between me and starvation and no 
place to lay my head at night failed to 
disturb me in the least. On the first 
Sunday of my visit, I went to the West 
Hollywood Baptist Church with the ex- 
press purpose of finding a Christian 
home to board in and I was not disap- 
pointed; the choir director took me 
home with her and her husband with 
the understanding that inasmuch as I 
was the son of a Baptist clergyman I 
was welcome to live there as long as 
I liked. Mr. and Mrs. Hicks treated me 
as though I were their own son. 


THE fact that Hollywood is a land 

of opportunity presented itself to me 
very strongly on Monday, when a beau- 
tiful convertible sedan picked me up. In 


| my conversation with the driver I men- 
| tioned that I wanted to see a motion- 


| picture studio. 





He said quite casually, 
“Come over to Paramount any time and 
I'll show you through the place.” He 
was David Lewis, who had produced 
“Dark Victory” and “Kings Row”! It 
seemed impossible that that very after- 
noon through his kindness I was stand- 
ing within whispering distance of 
Claudette Colbert and Fred MacMur- 
ray, but I guess I was. 

One evening Major Williams, a friend 
of a relative of mine, took his fam- 
ily and me night-clubbing. Our first 
stop was at The Pirates’ Den. The 
floor show was novel, so were the 





fh BH 


prices—a plain, ordinary soft drink 
cost forty cents. Our second and last 
stop was at the renowned Mocambo, 
the stomping ground of the movie 
celebrities. The captain’s wife with 
whom I was dancing was amused when 
we followed Lana Turner, Dorothy 
Lamour, Patricia Morison, Carol Bruce 
and Ann Miller and their partners 
around the floor, but she became hi- 
larious when we actually rubbed 
elbows with them. I was thrilled with 
the whole situation, and said so, much 
to the interest of a director from Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer Studios, who was sit- 
ting at our table. He introduced himself 
as Norman Z. McLeod and promised to 
arrange for an interview with a casting 
director at the studios for me. I re- 
turned to my room that morning—for 
it was early morning—a thoroughly ex- 
hausted, but excited young fellow. 

Meanwhile a telegram came from 
home, stating that if I desired to enlist 
in the Naval Reserves, I must return 
home at once and enroll in college. 
Sufficient funds to pay my board and 
my fare were forwarded, and my dream 
castle, as though constructed of clay, 
crumbled to earth. I had, however, 
five more days in which to see Holly- 
wood! 

I kept my interview with the casting 
director at Metro and I shall always be 
thankful that I did; because although 
I was unable to accept his offers to cast 
me in Mr. McLeod’s next picture, I 
could accept with thanks his promise 
to piace me under contract if and when 
the war is ended. 





HE next day I was taken through 

Warner Brothers’ Studios by Milo 
Anderson, their head clothes designer, 
who had given me a ride the night be- 
fore. First, Milo introduced me _ to 
Olivia de Havilland; then he took me to 
watch production on “The Desert 
Song.” I was fascinated by Ethel 
Waters, whom I met. At noon he took 
me to lunch in the commissary; at the 
next table sat Bruce Cabot and Errol 
Flynn. 

Finally, Milo took me into the dress- 
ing room of Brenda Marshall. I visited 
with her for over an hour. Even with 
her hair set with bobby pins, her figure 
draped in a housecoat and with very 
few cosmetics on her face, she was 
ravishing. 

Among numerous other celebrities 
who gave me rides while I was in 
screenland were Wynn Rocamora, the 
agent of both Misses Lamour and Mori- 
son, Tom Lewis, the husband of Loretta 
Young, and Actor Richard Fraser and 
his wife who would have invited me 


to their home for supper some night | 


had I been able to stay in Hollywood 
longer. 

Considering the fact that I was in 
Hollywood exactly two weeks and that 
my total expenditures for that time 
amounted to fifteen dollars and eighty 
cents, I feel that my accomplishments 
were significant. Indeed, to say that 
Hollywood treated me _ wonderfully 
would be an understatement. Perhaps 
someday, when Mr. Hitler has been 
duly rewarded for his tyranny, I may 
be permitted to return to the land of 
sunshine, cool nights and alimony! 


“Youd think there was 


a Shortage \” 
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I. Look at him, will you? That’s my husband, Pete, but you wouldn’t know it. 
He just sits there night after night—ignoring me. I’m so mad I could chew nails! 





2. “I'm glad, I don’t have to stand Pete’s in- 
difference tonight!” I say to Doris, as we go 
on plane-spotter duty. She’s all sympathy 
—and soon I’ve told her the whole story. “But 
Joan, darling,” she says, “it might be your 
fault! There’s one neglect most husbands can’t 
forgive—carelessness about feminine hygiene.” 





4. Yes, ma'am, she was right! I’ve used Lysol 
disinfectant ever since—it’s easy to use and 
inexpensive, as well. AND...I can’t com- 
plain about any love shortage now! 








3. Well, that takes me down a notch or two— 
but I listen. “Why don’t you do as so many 
modern wives do?” says Doris. ‘Simply use 
Lysol. My doctor recommends Lysol solution 
for feminine hygiene—it cleanses thoroughly 
and deodorizes—doesn’t harm sensitive vaginal 
tissues. Follow the easy directions—that’s all.” 





Check this 
with your Doctor 


Lysol is Non-caustic— 
gentleand efficient in 
proper dilution. Con- 
tains no free alkali, It 
is not carbolic acid. 
Effective — a powerful 
germicide, active in presence of organic 
matter (such as mucus, serum, etc.), 
Spreading — Lysol solutions spread and 
thus virtually search out germs in deep 
crevices. Economical—small bottle makes 
almost 4 gallons of solution for feminine 
hygiene. Cleanly odor — disappears after 
use. Lasting— Lysol keeps full strength, 
no matter how often it is uncorked. 
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Disinfectant ay ? 
por il f <A 
FOR FEMININE HYGIENE } 


“eS 
Copr., 1943, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp. a 











GMP For new FREE booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or 
letter for Booklet P.M.M.-943. Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 


* BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS x 
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(Continued from page 4) praise of her 
than flowery phrases. I am at present con- 
fined to a hospital and in the ward in 
which I am a patient there is an old 
recording player which is wont to wheeze 
along most of the day. We have two re- 
cordings by the inimitable Dinah and 
regardless of the proceedings or diversion, 
when one of the two records happen to 
be played the ward is predominated by a 
deathly hush broken only by the lovely 
voice of Miss Shore. 
Olivia de Havilland: We have never held 

a contest on the girl we would like to be 
cast away on a desert island with—but this 
fact does not mean that they are out of 
our minds or absent from our conversa- 
tions. In the case of Miss de Havilland, 
the greater majority of us heartily agree 
that she is quite the personification of love- 
liness. So to all those upon whom rests 
the privilege—Give us more of “Livvie.” 

Pvt. Hack Glasby, 

APO 918, 

Seattle, Wash. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
One-sentence Thoughts 


“AS TIME GOES BY” I hope that: 

Lana Turner will find her pursuit 
of happiness. 

Olivia de Havilland will find a fine man 
worthy of her. 

Laraine Day and Linda Darnell will be 
given better roles. 

Mickey Rooney finds some sweet young 
thing who loves him and not his name! 

George Raft receives his freedom. 

Loretta Young gets her just rewards as 
a grand actress and person. 

Bob Hope and Bing Crosby will do more 
“Road” pictures for more laughs. 


Speak for Yourself 


Ronald Colman and Greer Garson do 
another picture together as inspiring as 
“Random Harvest.” 

There will be less divorces and more 
happy marriages in Hollywood! 

Adolf, Benito and the little chap with all 
the teeth get it in the neck! 

Marilyn Handren, 
Lynn, Mass. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


Dr you ever feel like kicking yourself 
all over for something you did? Well, 
that’s just the way I feel about something 
I didn’t do. Three positively super-luscious 
pictures of Alan Ladd, and I had to pick to 
see him for the first time in his fourth and 
last important picture for the duration, 
“China.” 

He’s the most dynamic package of T. N. T. 
to hit the screen yet. He can pull the 
trigger on me anytime. He’s the kind of 
poison I love. 

Kitty Stirwalt, 
Terre Haute, Ind. 


|™ writing this in reference to a letter 
concerning Red Skelton in the July issue. 
For my money Red Skelton is tops; as for 
his being a lame-brain—all I can say is 
bring on more like him! In these days 
what we all need is fun, fun and more 
fun! 
Nick Ferguson, 
Richland, Ind. 


| DO not know who is to blame—the 

operator at the theater, or the maker of 
the film. In any event the cast of char- 
acters is run off so quickly that it is im- 
possible to note “Who is Who” except for 
the well-known leads. 


For example, the lonesome Nazi officer 
in “The Moon Is Down” gave an out- 
standing and poignant performance. I had 
no time to place him in the cast of char- 
acters. 

E. D. A. Goertz, 
San Rafael, Cal. 


H* IS a little guy who never has a 
starring part, but he really gets around 
—playing everything from soup to nuts. 
Nine out of ten movie-goers couldn’t 
tell you his name, but they know it when 
he appears on the screen. I think some- 
body ought to blow a trumpet for George 

E. Stone; he has something on the ball! 

Virginia Shelby, 

Dallas 16, Tex. 


OMEDAY each and every one of us in 

the service will come face to face with 
tanks, planes and bullets—for some of us— 
death. For myself whether it be a fox hole 
in the Solomons or a sand pit in Africa my 
memory will stray to the grand people and 
stars of Hollywood. I recently spent a short 
furlough in Hollywood. My greatest thrill 
was the famed “HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN” 
music by Kay Kyser, entertainment by 
Mickey Rooney, a dance with Deanna 
Durbin, a chat with Loretta Young, a cup 
of coffee with Irene Dunne, a heart-to- 
heart talk with that wonderful Martha 
Raye, and a motherly blessing from Fay 
Holden. Yes, some day from “No Man’s 
Land” my memory will go drifting back to 
those people who took away the loneliness 
of a soldier 3,000 miles from home and sent 
me forward to what I have to face with a 
lighter heart. For those happy days “God 
Bless You, Hollywood.” 

Corporal Louis A. Lyne, 
Fall River, Mass. 
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ON reading the following 
predictions, please take 
into consideration the fact 
that in order to make an ac- 
curate prediction for a given 

month, your astrologer must have the year, month, place and 
moment of birth of the person for whom the prediction is 


made. 


Therefore, if these forecasts do not come to pass precisely 


as they are written, it is because we have been unable to 
secure exact information concerning the person's birth. 


Clark Gable: Clark must be especially careful of hazardous 
undertakings this month. The fiery Mars, Uranus, planet of 






the unexpected, and Neptune, ruler of the ocean, liquids, 


gases and all explosives, warn him of danger. 


Use caution during all of September, Clark, and curb that 
tendency toward recklessness and unnecessary risk. 


Rita Hayworth—Victor Mature: Even though, at the 
present writing, these two are supposed to have ended 
romance, Jupiter going through Vic's house of marriage, and 
Saturn, planet of responsibility, in his house of love affairs, 


indicate marriage during September. » 


Rita's chart suggests that publicity concerning marriage 
or a love affair will be brought into the open in September. 
Will these two, who are truly mated according to the stars, 


marry each other? It looks like it. 





Irresistible answers the call to color with Yankee 
Red .. . a bewitching, vibrant accent to Khaki or any 
costume for wear on the home front. WHIP-TEXT 
through a secret process, Irresistible Lipsticks are 
smoother . . . stay on longer. A most important con- 
sideration when time is precious and beauty essen- 
tial to the morale. Complete your make-up with 
Irresistible’s matching Rouge and Face Powder. 


10¢ AT ALL 5 AND 10¢ STORES 


Mie Tet STAY ON LONGER... S-M-0-0-T-H-E-R! 


TRRESISTUMLE.. 









.-. off duty ...a touch of 


IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME 
assures glamour 
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A reliable guide to recent pictures. 


Powerful: George Reeves, Claudette 
Colbert in "So Proudly We Hail” 


VVV So Proudly We Hail 
(Paramount) 


It's About: The heroism of the nurses on 
Bataan. 


co has a picture packed the power 
of this one, based on the factual ex- 
periences of the nurses on Bataan and 


Corregidor. Without undue heroics or 
corny melodrama, the story begins with 
the sailing of the nurses to Hawaii. The 
Pearl Harbor disaster sends them on to 
Bataan where the misery, horror and 
shame of defeat mingle with the devas- 
tating and almost constant bombings. 
Finally the nurses escape to Corregidor 
and are eventually sent home. With her 
heart left behind, Claudette Colbert is 
taken from the island dazed and broken. 
She has married and left behind Lt. John 
Sumners, played so naturally by handsome 
George Reeves. 

Claudette gives a great performance, 
heightened by authority and dignity; 
Sonny Tufts, as Kansas, the boy who falls 
for Paulette Goddard, is a find. Paulette 
herself gives the performance of her career. 
Veronica Lake is not to be overlooked as 
the self-sacrificing nurse, nor is Mary 
Servoss as Capt. “Ma” McGregor. But 
greater than the personalities of the pic- 
ture is the message itself—a proud re- 
minder of what Americans have done and 
are still doing in this war. 


Your Reviewer Says: Blood, sweat and tears. 


three checks, outstanding 


Good music, nice romance: Joseph Cot- 
ten, Deanna Durbin in "Hers To Hold” 


VV Hers To Hold (Universal) 


It's About: A wealthy girl who joins de- 
fense work for love of her man and 
country. 


[EANNA DURBIN is back in a charming 
love story as modern as the whirr of 
a plane motor. In fact, the theme song 
is the buzz of a drill against steel, the 
rasping whirr of a rivet and the hum of 
motors in a large defense plant. 

Joe Cotten, a Flying Tiger who works 
in the plant while waiting for his orders, 
meets wealthy Miss Durbin, Pasadena 
blue-blood, at a local blood bank (not 
blue). Mr. Cotten, pretending to be a 
doctor, gets fresh and follows her to her 
home where Miss Durbin succumbs com- 
pletely to his charms. 

Joe pretends to be indifferent so, in 
order to be near him, Deanna gets a 
job as riveter in a defense plant. And 
love gallops up hill and down whilst her 
parents, Charles Winninger and Nella 
Walker, look on sympathetically. 

The two other smart girls grew up and 
got married, if you remember an earlier 
Durbin film of which this is a continua- 
tion. 

Flashbacks of Deanna in her early films, 
scenes in the huge plant where Deanna 
sings for the workers at the noon hour 
and scenes at the blood bank are highly 
interesting. 

Your Reviewer Says: A boy, a girl, a war, 
a dandy. 


One check means good; two checks, very good: 


A love story to love: Charles Boyer, 
Joan Fontaine in "The Constant Nymph” 


VV The Constant Nymph 
(Warners) 


It's About: The love of a young girl for a 
musician. 


‘LOR WOMEN ONLY” could very well be 

the trademark signature of this heart- 
breaking tale of a young girl’s love for an 
older man. Women will weep and love it. 

Margaret Kennedy’s famous novel is 
brought vividly to life by an excellent 
cast. Jean Muir, older sister, attempts 
to bring some semblance of order out of 
the confusion of the Sanger family but with 
the passing of the father, the brood 
is scattered. One of the sisters, Brenda 
Marshall, marries wealthy Peter Lorre and 
goes to Paris. The two younger children, 
Joan Fontaine and Joyce Reynolds, are 
placed in the care of their mother’s brother, 
Charles Coburn and his daughter, Alexis 
Smith. From babyhood, Joan has loved 
musician Charles Boyer, but he mar- 
ries Alexis. When Joan and her sister 
Joyce run away from school and return 
to Boyer and Alexis, the truth of the 
beautiful love of this child dawns upon 
him. 

Miss Fontaine is so believable as the 
little girl who matures through her love. 
Boyer is very good. Alexis Smith gives a 
fine performance. For those who love a 
love story, this is the picture. 


Your Reviewer Says: Tears from the heart. 


(Continued on page 31) 


For Best Pictures of the Month and Best Performance See Page 31 
For Complete Casts of Current Pictures See Page 108 
For Brief Reviews of Current Pictures See Page 6 
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Girls who serve in Navy blue 
Have shining, lovely tresses too! , 
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leaves hair so lustrous...and yet $0 easy to manage!* 
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Only Special Drene reveals up to 33% more lustre than soap, 


yet leaves hair so easy to arrange, so alluringly smooth! 


Whether you're wearing a uniform or not— 
shining hair is standard equipment for the 
loveliness every girl wants! 


So don’t dull the lustre of your hair by using 
soap or soap shampoos! 


INsTEAD, USE SprciaL Drene! See the dra- 
matic difference after your first shampoo... 
how gloriously it reveals all the lovely 
sparkling highhghts, all the natural color 
brilliance of your hair! 

} 

And now that Special Drene contains a 


wonderful hair conditioner, it leaves hair far 
silkier, smoother and easier to arrange .. . 
right after shampooing! 


Easter TO COMB into smooth, shining neat- 
ness! If you haven't tried Drene lately, 
you'll be amazed! 


And remember, Special Drene gets rid of all 
flaky dandruff the very first time you use it. 


So for more alluring hair, insist on Special 
Drene with Hair Conditioner added. Or ask 
your beauty shop to use it! 


*ProcTeR & GAMBLE, after careful tests of all types of 
shampoos, found no other which leaves hair so lustrous 
and yet so easy to manage as Special Drene. 
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Pretty smoot... and mighty smart! 
A wonderful hair-do for the girl to 
whom short hair is becoming. It gives 
you that alert, alive look you want 
these days—in or out of uniform! 
Hair shampooed with Special Drene 
—for extra sheen and smoothness! 
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Avoid this beauty handicap! 
Switch to Special Drene. It 
never leaves any dulling film, as 
all soapsand soapshampoos do. 














That’s why Special Drene 
reveals up to 33% more lustre! 
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V Hit The Ice (Universal) 


It's About: The tangle of two photographers 
and crooks. 


ABBOTT and Costello romp, stomp, ski, 
skate, clown, mug and go round in 
circles to the tune of audiences’ loud 
guffaws. Little of it makes sense, but who 
cares? It’s good clean fun, isn’t it? 

The boys are sidewalk photographers 
who are mistaken by gangster Sheldon 
Leonard for a couple of Detroit gunmen 
when the boys innocently use the gangster 
password. Thinking he’s hiring a couple 
of thugs, Leonard hires the boys to cover 
him while he robs a bank. When the boys 
discover they’ve been rooked and the po- 
lice are on their trail, they leave town with 
an orchestra and follow the robber to Sun 
Valley where things really get going. 

Ginny Simms sings beautifully. Elyse 
Knox is so lovely. Patric Knowles and 
Mare Lawrence mingle with the slap- 
happy throng. 


Your Reviewer Says: Laugh your fill. 


VY Background To Danger 
(Warners) 


It's About: Too many agents after one set 
of plans. 


HERE'S a story that goes overboard so 
thoroughly in its spy-ring doings it 
actually becomes enjoyable, like a mystery 
novel on a rainy night. It’s fun just to sit 
back, relax and watch the various groups 
play button, button, who’s got the button. 
When spy stories can reach this pleasant 
nirvana, they’ve gone some place and 
accomplished something—sheer relaxing 
entertainment. 

George Raft, an American agent posing 
as a machinery salesman through Central 
Europe, is slipped an envelope by Osa 
Massen on a Syrian-Turkey express. The 
envelope is full of maps whipped up by the 
Nazis to break Turkey’s neutrality. Miss 
Massen is murdered, George accused and 
the spies gather like flies over honey to 
get them thar papers. It’s more fun. 

Sydney Greenstreet, as bad and big as 
they come, Peter Lorre, cute and scheming, 
his partner Brenda Marshall, and a couple 
dozen others join in the mix-up. That 
handsome Turk, Turhan Bey, creates a 
stir. What is it about these foreigners? 


Your Reviewer Says: A movie that is just 
that—a moving story. 


Two Tickets To London (Universal) 


It's About: A merchant seaman accused of 
being a traitor. 


N OT so good, McGee, not so good. Wobbly 
as all get out and insecurely con- 
structed, this little house that Universal 
built needs a lot of going over. For one 
thing, the foundation is wrong. Alan 
Curtis, who wasn’t in the mood for it, 
is arrested as a traitor as he leaves his 
ship and starts back to London in hand- 
cuffs. A bomb that hits the train carrying 
him, his captor and night-club singer 
Michele Morgan provides Curtis with an 
escape and off he flees, carrying Miss 
Morgan with him. Together they become 
fugitives from justice until Curtis abruptly 
gives up and proves his innocence just 
as easy as rolling off a log. 

Miss Morgan’s make-up is fantastic. So 
is the story, despite the efforts of C. Aubrey 
Smith, Mary Gordon and Oscar O’Shea. 


The Shadow Stage 


(Continued from page 28) 


Dooley Wilson sings several songs with 
feeling. 


Your Reviewer Says: Make it three tickets, 
_-please. 


Get Going (Universal) 


It's About: The attempts of a girl in Wash- 
ington to land a beau. 


RACIE McDONALD comes down 
from Vermont to crowded Washing- 
ton, D.C., in search of (1) a job; (2) a 
room; (3) a beau. She gets all three. The 
job is easy. The room she manages to 
obtain when it’s discovered her clothes 
will fit the other three occupants, Vera 
Vague, Lois Collier and Maureen Cannon. 
The beau she gets when she pretends to 
be an enemy agent, thus attracting the 
attention of Robert Paige, F.B.I. agent. 
It’s all cute, cozy and harmless and not 
a bit dull to watch. Gracie MacDonald in 
her first straight role (no singing or 
dancing) does right well, bless her heart. 


Your Reviewer Says: Hot-weather cologne. 


The Kansan (U. A.) 


It's About: A marshal who refuses to carry 
out a banker’s orders. 


ALWAYS, always in movies it’s the rich 
banker of the frontier town who is the 
villain, a promoter of schemes and bad 
man behind the quick-trigger boys. This 
time it’s banker Albert Dekker who elects 
peace-loving Richard Dix as marshal, ex- 
pecting Dix to carry out orders. Only 
Dix doesn’t. He exposes Dekker and his 
get-rich-quick schemes and the result is 
a shootin’, tootin’ mix-up of bad men, 
dance-hall girls, natives and—oh, just 
everything. Fights that wreck barrooms 
(cheers from Carrie Nation’s ghost), cattle 
stampedes, dynamited bridges and all the 
usual claptrap fairly explode from the 
screen. 

Jane Wyatt is a capable heroine. Willie 
Best, a scared-to-death Negro, is very 
good. 


Your Reviewer Says: Old-timey. 








Best Pictures of the Month 
So Proudly We Hail | 








Heaven Can Wait 
Dixie 
Hers To Hold 
The Constant Nymph 
Best Performances 
Joan Fontaine in “The Constant 
Nymph" 
Alexis Smith in "The Constant 
Nymph" 
Charles Coburn in "The Constant 
Nymph" 
Claudette Colbert in "So Proudly 
We Hail" 
Paulette Goddard in "So Proudly | 
We Hail" 
Sonny Tufts in "So Proudly We 
Hail" 
Gene Tierney in “Heaven Can 
Wait" 








Don Ameche in "Heaven Can Wait" | 











All By Myself (Universal) 


It's About: A mix-up of couples. 


EIL HAMILTON is head of an adver- 

tising agency. Evelyn Ankers is the 
beautiful career girl who loves Hamilton 
and loses him to night-club singer Rose- 
mary Lane. Attempting to get even, Evelyn 
introduces Patric Knowles as her fiance 
and he in turn announces they’re married. 
So its all a jumble of hearts and mis- 
understanding and none of it means a 
single solitary thing to anybody. 


Your Reviewer Says: They can have it all 
by themselves. 


Ghosts On The Loose (Monogram) 
It's About: A gang of kids trap a Nazi spy. 


HE Dead End Kids have now become 

the East Side kids, creating as much 
disturbance as usual. The fun starts when 
the sister of Huntz Hall gets married and 
moves into a bungalow next to a house 
occupied by Bela Lugosi, Nazi agent. When 
Huntz, Leo Gorcey and Bobby Jordan 
finish with that nasty Nazi there is only 
enough left to say: 


Your Reviewer Says: Phooey! 


Hitler's Madman (M-G-M) 


It's About: The murder of Heydrich and 
the awful consequences. 


THs is a pretty poor memorial to the 
tragedy that shocked the world, The 
Murder of Lidice. Alan Curtis and Pa- 
tricia Morison struggle like trapped ani- 
mals with the romantic leads and so do 
the couple who aid Ralph Morgan in kill- 
ing Heydrich, played well by John Carra- 
dine. In fact, he was about the only bright 
and shining thing in the picture and after 
his death things got awfully boring. 


Your Reviewer Says: They hanged the wrong 
guy. 


Alaska Highway (Paramount) 


\t's About: Two brothers employed in the 
construction of the great highway. 


R ICHARD ARLEN and Bill Henry are 
brothers working as engineers on the 
famous Alaskan Highway. Both love the 
same girl, Jean Parker, and the rivalry 
plus some broad comedy sequences in- 
volving Ralph Sanford and Joe Sawyer 
form a basis for some lively goings-on. 
A spectacular forest fire, a landslide and 
a fallen giant tree keep the action high. 


Your Reviewer Says: Timely. 


Submarine Alert (Paramount) 


It's About: The recovery of a lost radio 
transmitter. 


ICHARD ARLEN, an engineer, loses 
his job and finds himself employed 
by Axis agents while still under the watch- 
ful eye of the F.B.I. It seems a powerful 
radio transmitter, through which messages 
of our sailings are relayed to the Japs, 
has been stolen. The trick is to get it 
back. 
Wendy Barrie is cute as the girl. Nils 
Asther, Mare Lawrence and Abner Biber- 
man are the spies. 


Your Reviewer Says: More of the same. 
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Now..Try All Three 


for 


? C 
I/F, ALN 


LINDA DARNELL 
LOVELY 200 CEN- 
TURY-FOX STAR. IN 
“BUFFALO BILE’, 

i@< USES GLO@VER’S. 


The Famous 3-WAY 
Glover’s Treatment 


Many Hollywood stars confirm the opinion of 
Americans by the hundreds of thousands — three 
generations of men and women who have used 
Glover’s famous Mange Medicine for the Scalp 
and Hair. And now .. . Glo-Ver Beauty Soap 
Shampoo and Glover’s Imperial Hair Dress com- 
plete this tried-and-true Glover’s treatment. Try all 
three—ask at your favorite Drug Store—or mail 
the coupon today. 


x * * 


TRIAL SIZE! This is what you will receive in the Com- 
plete Trial Application pictured below: 

GLOVER’S MANGE MEDICINE — recommended, with 
massage, for Dandruff, Annoying Scalp and Excessive Fall- 
ing Hair since 1876. Easy to apply — you'll feel the ex- 
hilarating effect, instantly! 

GLO-VER Beauty Soap SHAMPOO — produces abundant 
lather in hard or soft water. Leaves hair soft, lustrous, 
manageable. 

GLOVER’S Imperial HAIR DRESS — Non-Alcoholic and 
Antiseptic! A new kind of ‘‘oil treatment’’ for easy ‘‘fin- 
ger-tip’’ application at home. Use after application of 
Glover’s Mange Medicine — or before shampooing. 

Each product in a hermetically-sealed bottle, packed in 
special carton with complete instructions and FREE 
booklet, ““The Scientific Care of Scalp and Hair.”’ 


Use Glover's Products Together—or Separately! 


GLOVER’S 


with massage, for 
DANDRUFF, ANNOYING SCALP 
and Excessive FALLING HAIR 


ct oe attunp oF 
Guaranteed by 
+ Guaranteed by @ 


Good Housekeeping 
DEFECTIVE OF ~ 
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r GLOVER’S, 101 W. 3istSt., Dept.559, New York 1, N. Y. 


Send ‘‘Complete Trial Application’’ package contain- I 
ing Glover’s Mange Medicine, GLO-VER Shampoo and 
Glover’s Imperial Hair Dress, in hermetically-sealed I 
bottles, with informative booklet, I enclose 25c. 
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Henry Aldrich Swings It 
(Paramount) 


It's About: Henry takes music lessons. 


| oO what a pretty music teacher has 


Henry Aldrich! Even Henry’s papa 
thinks so. And Mother Aldrich ups and 
leaves him in a rage. 

Then a famed violinist comes to town 


| and Henry picks up his Stradivarius by 
| mistake and Henry gets caught in a raided 


night club and, heavens to Betsy, it’s 
awful. 

So, if you ask us, is the picture. 

Jimmy Lydon is Henry, Charles Smith is 
Dizzy. John Litel and Olive Blakeney are 
Mr. and Mrs. Aldrich and Marion Hall 


the music teacher. 


Your Reviewer Says: Neighborhood fare. 


Colt Comrades (Sherman-U. A.) 


It's About: Hopalong tries to settle down. 


ITH $5,000 reward money in his cow- 

boy jeans, Hopalong Cassidy and his 
two pals, California (Andy Clyde) and 
Johnny (Jay Kirby), decide to buy a 
ranch and settle down with no more Hop- 
ping along. 

Like most land owners, Hoppy im- 
mediately runs into trouble. A meanie 
ties up the water rights, which nearly puts 
the three comrades out of house and home 
until they fortunately strike water on 
their own ranch. But when meanie Vic- 
tor Jory almost succeeds in framing the 
boys as cattle rustlers, they find out what 
trouble really is. 

There’s lots of gun play, fast riding and 
Western atmosphere to please the cus- 
tomers. 


Your Reviewer Says: Fair enough Cassidy 
story. 


VY Heaven Can Wait 
(Twentieth Century-Fox) 


It's About: The life story of a philanderer 
told in retrospect. 


T’S delicious! Gay, amusing, true to life 

and tragically real at times is this 
Lubitsch-directed yarn concerning the 
women in the life of a rich, spoiled but 
well-meaning husband. 

Not since his very first days in movies 
has Don Ameche been given the chance 
to reveal what a splendid character actor 
he is, going from youth to old age with 
remarkable agility. 

It’s a double celebration, really, for Gene 
Tierney for the first time is given a worthy 
role and emerges—an actress. Gene has 
never been better or looked prettier. 

Because so many people requested him, 
in his lifetime, to go there, Don dies and 
goes to Hades. 

There he tells his life story to an ele- 
gant, frockcoated devil, played superbly by 
Laird Cregar, who listens attentively and 
decides Don’s fate. There is, so many, 
many people will be relieved to hear, a 
sort of special place for halfway sinners. 
Don finds that place. 

Marjorie Main and her meat-packing 
husband Eugene Pallette are typical and 
ridiculous as the too-rich-for-their-own- 
good parents of Gene. Spring Byington 
and Louis Calhern as Don’s adoring parents 
are so “life with fatherish,” and Charles 
Coburn, as the grandfather, is an out- 
sized riot. Signe Hasso, ze naughty 
Mademoiselle, Allyn Joslyn, the jilted 
suitor, Dickie Moore, as the adolescent 
Don, are all beautiful. 


We loved them every one. The dia- 
logue, pretty and cute, preens and primps 
all over the place. In fact, here’s the 
very thing you’ve been shopping for in 
that get-away-from-war-stuff movie. 


Your Reviewer Says: A shiny bauble. 


VV Dixie (Paramount) 


It's About: How a singer and songwriter 
rose to success. 


BING CROSBY plays Dan Emmett, the 

first of the great minstrels to rise in 
the South, and this story of his loves, 
struggles and final success is an interesting 
one, packed with songs, music and enter- 
tainment and lavishly filmed in Techni- 
color. 

Crosby, as the struggling songwriter, is 
in love with Marjorie Reynolds. When he 
accidentally burns down her father’s home 
he leaves the small town to earn enough 
money to marry her. 

When Billy De Wolfe, an actor and 
gambler, cheats him of his little horde 
of money on a steamboat, Bing follows 
him to New Orleans. There the two form 
an act, along with Lynne Overman and 
Eddie Foy, Jr., and they inaugurate the 
then startling innovation of appearing 
on stage in black-face. Dorothy Lamour 
is the daughter of a boardinghouse keeper, 
Raymond Walburn, and Bing falls in love 
with her. But when he returns to break 
his engagement with Marjorie, he finds her 
a hopeless cripple and through pity mar- 
ries her. 

Bing has never been in better voice 
and his portrayal of the minstrel is a fine 
one. The songs, especially the famous 
“Dixie,” are all tuneful and melodious. 
Marjorie Reynolds gives a charming, sym- 
pathetic portrayal of his wife and Dorothy 
Lamour is also excellent in a colorful non- 
singing role. Billy De Wolfe is outstand- 
ing. 


Your Reviewer Says: Escapist entertainment 
for all. 


V Best Foot Forward (M-G-M) 


It's About: A movie star who causes pande- 
monium in a boys’ military school. 


FOR verve, vim and Harry James this 
little hurricane set to music should 
mechanize young and old alike because 
you'll find it extremely difficult to keep 
your feet still when “Best Foot Forward” 
swings into action. 

The kids are good, the music is solid 
and Lucille Ball in Technicolor is some- 
thing to put words into the mouth of 
the Great Stone Face. 

The story deals with a brash young 
upper-classman at the Winsocki military 
academy who in an unguarded moment 
invites movie star Lucille Ball to his senior 
prom, thus cutting out his true love Vir- 
ginia Weidler. The star’s bumptious press 
agent, amusingly done by William Gaxton, 
sees a chance to knock off some publicity 
for his client. Then the scheme begins to 
backfire while kids, star and faculty get 
thoroughly mixed up to the tune of Harry 
James’s jam and jiving. 

Virginia Weidler surprises with her good 
Technicolor looks and smooth singing, 
Lucille Ball manages her share of laughs 
frequently without the help of a not-too- 
good script, Tommy Dix puts over “Buckle 
Down, Winsocki” agreeably and newcomer 
Nancy Walker rings the bell resoundingly 
with her dead pan comedy. 


Your Reviewer Says: A cheery little dearie. 
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nvide Stuff 


They're Saying This 
Month: “I haven’t 
met the man [I'll 
marry next.” Rita 
Hayworth. 

“IT think Betty 
Grable a_ beautiful 
girl.’ Mrs. Harry 
James. 

“My next book 
will be entitled 
‘Three Years With 
George Jessel’ or ‘The Curtain Never 
Came Down’.” Lois Andrews Jessel. 

“I appreciate your coming in, friends, 
to extinguish the fire in my kitchen, 
but did you have to wake me up while 
doing it?” George Sanders. 

“Congratulations on being made a 
corporal, Alan Ladd.” Cal York. 

“I don’t feel twenty-one years old, 
somehow.” Judy Garland. 

“Both Niven (husband Niven Busch) 
and I had so hoped to have a baby we 
are disappointed at not having one.” 
Teresa Wright. 

“Certainly I’m not adopting a baby. 
I’m young enough to have one of my 
own and hope to one day.” Carole 
Landis. 

“When my husband, Captain Louis 
Hayward, comes back from the war, I 
want to be able to do those house- 
wifely things that a man, way down 
deep in his heart, admires in every 
woman.” Ida Lupino. 





Judy Garland 


Let's “Make-Up” 
Department: The 
busy little West- 
mores (those 
famous make-up 
boys) are tear- 
ing around old 
Cupid’s alley 
like fury these ee 
days. Pere was Buddy Westmore and 
no sooner di- Rosemary Lane 
vorced from Gloria Dixon than he at- 
tached himself, via an engagement 
ring, to Betty Hutton while brother 
Buddy was still enjoying married 
life with Rosemary Lane. Then 
back to Pere went Betty’s engagement 
ring and onto the finger (or maybe it 
was a new ring) of Margaret Donovan, 
also in the Warner Brothers make-up 
department. Then the day Perc and 
Margaret Donovan went off to Nevada 
to wed, Rosemary and Buddy an- 
nounced their separation. Meanwhile, 
brother Ernie, Perc’s twin, already 
divorced, went about torch-carrying 
while Pere and the new Mrs. West- 
more (Cal forgets whether it’s the 
third or fourth wife) came home for 
the honeymoon. A few days later 
Buddy and Rosemary decided to get 
together again. 

So remember, fans, it’s not always 
the actors in Hollywood who get in- 
volved romantically. Making up and 
falling out with the make-up lads of 





Hollywood is an art in its own. 




















































==. Just to Get Acquainted...We 
Will Make You a Gorgeous 


FREE 5x7 ENLARGEMENT 


FROM ANY SNAPSHOT, PHOTO, 
KODAK PICTURE OR NEGATIVE 


Have that small picture of your- 
self or of someone you love made 
into a big studio quality enlarge- 
ment—absolutely FREE! Simply 
mail us the picture or the negative 
and we will make you a beautiful 
5 x 7 inch enlargement ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE...something you 
can keep and cherish always, or 
send to a service man. 


MEN IN SERVICE WANT PICTURES FROM HOME 


They want pictures more than let- 
ters. That’s what soldiers, sailors 
and marines all over the world 
told reporters of a famous weekly 
magazine. Think what happiness 
“your man” in service would get 
from a beautiful enlargement of 
his loved ones at home! And cer- 
tainly you would cherish a studio 
quality enlargement of him. 


Important—Be sure to include 
color of hair, eyes and clothing 
and get our Bargain Offer for 
having your enlargement beauti- 
fully hand colored in oil— then 
mounted in your choice of hand- 
some frames. Artistic hand-color- 
ing adds character, beauty and 
personality to your enlargement! 


Here’s All You Do—Just mail the 
coupon (or a letter) to us today 
...giving name, address, color of 
hair, eyes and clothing. Include 
ALL information. Please enclose 
10c and your original picture or 
negative will be returned with the 
free 5 x 7 enlargement, Post Paid. 
Act now! Offer limited to U.S. 
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MAIL 7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood, California 
Please make me one FREE 5 x 7 enlargement of enclosed picture or 
negative. | enclose 10c. Return enlargement and original postpaid 
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You're lusciously lovely 
... with your 


CA lix-Styled Shade of 










New Jergens Face Powder 


FOR LOOK-ALIVE ALLURE 


Newest today—that alive, 
alert look. It’s yours— 
with new Jergens Face 
Powder! Because Jergens 
shades were styled by 
Alix, famous fashion 
designer and colorist, to 
awaken and enhance your 
loveliest skin tones—no 
matter what your type! 


BIG BOUDOIR 


FOR VELVETY GLAMOUR 


Watch men’s eyes stop 
and adore your new 
Jergens complexion—so 


smooth, so lush! You see, 


the texture of Jergens is 
velvetized by an exclusive 
process—bringing your 


skin a finer, younger, more 


flawless look (helps hide 
tiny lines and skin faults). 


YOUR GLORIFYING SHADE 


Naturelle—to give flower 
delicacy. 

Peach Bloom—for young, 
blossomy loveliness. 
Rachel—a glamorous, 
pearly shade. 

Brunette —for alluring, 
vivid beauty. 


Dork Rachel—for that tawny, 


dramatic look. 


BOX, $1.00 ... TRY-IT SIZES, 25¢ AND 10¢ 





Just Like the Movies: 
A domestic happen- 
stance occurred on 
the “Cry Havoc”’ set 
that rivals any farce 
ever put on the 
screen. The phone 
rang on the sound 
stage and a mascu- 
line voice asked for 
Mrs. Powell. 

“Where’s our shoe 
ration books, dear?” inquired the 
masculine voice when Diana (Mrs. 
William) Powell answered. 

“In the night-table drawer, dear. Are 
you buying new shoes?” 

“No, my favorite girl friend needs a 
pair and Daddy is getting them,” came 
the amazing reply. 

Mrs. Powell gasped, gurgled and 
turned pale. “Bill,” she cried, “oh, 
Bill, what are you trying to tell me?” 

“Hey,” cried the voice over the wire, 
“who is this? Is this Mrs. Dick Powell? 
Joan, is it you?” 

Diana Powell’s eyes grew big with 
surprise and relief. 

“No,” she cried, “and don’t scare me 
like that again. I’m Mrs. Powell, too, 
you know.” 

Five minutes later Dick was still try- 
ing to get wife Joan Blondell to explain 
what was going on. All he wanted to 
do was buy their daughter Ellen a new 
pair of shoes. 





Diana Lewis 


The Bad are so Good: 
Whether it’s due to 
the war, to the times, 
or guilty conscien- 
ces, Cal can’t say, 
but suddenly all our 
villains, heels and 
bad men are becom- 
ing heroes. Maybe 
the terrific reaction 
among women fans 
to hero Humphrey 
Bogart’s role in “Casablanca” may 
have something to do with it. Anyway, 
Alan Ladd, the mean killer in “This 
Gun For Hire” and “The Glass Key” 
became a hero in “China” and the 
ladies sighed twice as heavily. Joseph 
Cotten, the newest heartbreak, emerges 
frum his sinister role in “Shadow Of 
A Doubt” to play hero to Deanna Dur- 
bin in “Hers To Hold.” Edgar Barrier, 
who caused 40,000 women to “take pen 
in hand” after one look at the blue- 
eyed “heel” of “Arabian Nights,” will 
actually become a noble officer of the 
law in “Phanton Of The Opera.” Even 
Sydney Greenstreet becomes the nota- 
ble author Thackeray in “Devotion” 
without a killing to his credit. 

There’s no accounting for it. Nobody 
but Japs and Nazis want to be bad boys 
in movies anymore. If Hollywood ever 
persuades our favorite villain, George 
Sanders, to co-star with Mickey Roo- 
ney in a jam session movie, we’re quit- 
ting! You hear? Quitting! 





Joseph Cotten 
































CASE AGAINST CHAPLIN 


By Adela Rogers St. Johns 


This is the page on which editors usually speak to you, PHOTOPLAY’s readers. 
This month the editors make an exception. They allow a famous writer to speak 
to you. The words she speaks are strong words, angry words. They are spoken 
on a subject of such immediate concern to Hollywood that, although PHotTopLay 
does not necessarily agree with everything that is said here, we believe they 


should be brought to you... . 


FEEL very sad about Charlie Chap- 

lin, our lost genius. 

Always I’ve said proudly, “No- 
body can come up to Chaplin.” Of late 
I’ve said, “Now that America is in the 
war, Charlie will make us laugh again 
through our tears.” 

Instead he has written his wartime 
comedy on the back fence with a piece 
of chalk. Minus the baggy pants and 
the famous cane, he has crossed that 
thin line between the funny and the 
ridiculous and the kids of today don’t 
laugh at him any more, they snicker 
with a sort of knowing embarrassment 
painful to hear. 

His arrogance has denied us even the 
privilege of silence, those of us who 
tried to cling loyally to old memories. 

For it has to be faced, doesn’t it? 
With every front-page record, he has 
helped to destroy our sense of decency, 
the way every man and woman does 
who fails in these days to exhibit self- 
control and self-discipline in order to 
uphold that of our men at the front. 
We can’t dismiss it all carelessly, be- 
cause Chaplin has been a great figure, 
he has borne a great name, and every 
questionable action of his sabotages 
something of the dignity and stead- 
fastness of the home front. 

Fully as important, there is this stab 
in the back which he has dealt Holly- 
wood, the Hollywood that gave him 
fame and fortune. No loyalty made 
him careful of his good name and 
theirs, no gratitude inspired him to 
protect his honor and theirs with much- 
needed watchfulness. For in a lime- 
lighted community like Hollywood it 
is the glaring exceptions which stand 
out in the minds of outsiders and color 
their judgment of the town. 

The beloved clown is gone, the be- 
loved clown who with comic mustache 
wriggling and trick hat bobbing never- 
theless was always the gallant knight 
rushing to succor betrayed damsel or 
homeless pup. We now have the man 
Joan Barry has accused as the father of 
a child she is soon to bear. 


Fred R. Sammis. 


Of course it is human nature to judge 
a man on past performance, to recall 
those others who stand silent beside 
Joan Barry out of the past—Mildred 
Harris... Lita Grey... stories too 
well remembered to be ignored now. 
Yet, whether Joan Barry’s accusation 
should prove true or false, whether in 
the final outcome Chaplin proves him- 
self innocent of the charge leveled by 
this girl who says that she was driven 
away from the house of the man where 
for a year and a half she had been his 
student, his friend at least, it remains 
true that at exactly the psychological 
moment when his friends expected 
him to act with the dignity and honesty 
that went with the reputation of genius, 
Chaplin instead flaunted decency and 
good taste and made new headlines 
with his runaway marriage to Oona 
O’Neill, debutante of the Stork Club set. 


T seems to me that Chaplin needed 
to wait for a verdict; he should have 
met this charge before he married an- 
other girl. Chaplin’s record certainly 
doesn’t outlaw the possibility of the 
charge’s being true. Every law of self- 
respect should have made him wait to 
marry until he was vindicated by the 
court in the event that no overwhelm- 
ing proof of the girl’s story developed. 
Chaplin brushed aside all that. He 
put himself beyond reach of Joan 
Barry’s hope by marrying. We can 
disregard Oona’s statement that she 
was the one who urged the marriage. 
Chaplin was still the one to decide. 
After all, Chaplin is not a young man, 
subject to the fevers and uncontrollable 
temptations of youth’s hot blood, or a 
lad bewildered by all that goes with 
sudden fame. Chaplin has been on 
those dizzy heights for thirty years. 
He ought to be acclimated by now. 
Life has been very good to the man 
whose hair has grown silvery with 
honors and acclaim seldom won by any 
man of genius in his lifetime. 
Yet with the land of his birth and 
the land of his (Continued on page 104) 
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THOUGHT my generation was smart. Now I’m not so 

sure. I read these days about girls who jeopardize 

everything that matters most to women for a cheap 
thrill. Last week, for instance, I read of girls who pick 
up sailors on Times Square in New York and go to Coney 
Island beach with them. When the sailors leave to return 
to their ships these girls sleep under the boardwalk. The 
next day they are back on Times Square again—in quest 
of another date. One would think every man was about 
to vanish from the earth and any emotional experience 
that wasn’t crammed into these days would be lost forever. 

These girls are extreme cases of war hysteria. I grant 
that. But I hear about less flagrant examples of the same 
sort of thing all the time. I even see girls I know dis- 
carding standards which are as necessary to the preser- 
vation of a woman’s happiness as helmets and guns are 
to the preservation of a soldier. 

I know how easy it is to be tempted to risk everything 
for a boy you love, or think you love. I suspect it’s only 
normal for a girl to be tempted to forsake her chastity 
at one time or another. Espécially in these times when 
life is uncertain. More especially still if the boy is in 
uniform and likely to depart any day. 

However, this is the very time we should not complicate 
our lives. Events—and emotions with them—are moving 
so fast that we must guard against any mistake that will 
make us as truly war casualties as the boys who are 
killed and wounded. There are things like blood plasma 
and sulfa drugs to save our fighting forces for the good 
years which lie ahead. Our salvation, however, lies solely 
within us, in a hard-boiled code of wartime morals. 

For when this war is over and the boy we believed 
would be forever wonderful is forgotten (unless we so 


frankly. 


Thoughts like these must be spoken very 


They are for every girl, 


thinking of the man she'll love 





mess up our lives because of him that we remember him 
bitterly) there will come into our life, with peace, a man 
whom we'll truly love, whom we’ll wish to marry, whom 
we'll want for the father of our children. 

It’s a good idea, I think, to dream about that man these 
days: for dreaming about him we guard against doing 
anything which might remove us from the social circles 
in which we would be likely to meet him or make us 
Jess likely to attract him. 

I know what I hope the man I love will be like... I 
hope he’ll have a crazy, mad sense of humor, enjoy funny 
little things and never be one to make a grim production 
of life. Whether he’s short or tall or dark or fair won’t 
be important at all. It’s only important he be clean and 
honest and sincere—which means, of course, that he’ll be 
good-looking too because, inevitably, he’ll have that good 
look about his eyes. 

I have a fair chance of being the girl for him, I think. 
I’m not taking a bow when I say that. I’m rejoicing 
because Life got in at me during the past year with first- 
hand knowledge that should serve me very well right now. 

It isn’t too simple to be an unattached girl these days. 
Everything moves so swiftly you begin reaching out for 
something, anything, so you won’t be passed by and find 
yourself empty-handed. If you’re young it’s natural, of 
course, to reach for romance. It’s dangerous, too. Because 
boys today—whether they’re in service or about to go 
into service or rejected for service for one reason or another 
—are overstimulated and mixed up the same as girls are. 

Jackie Cooper was the first boy I ever loved, the only 
boy I ever loved, really, even though it was a young love. 

We knew each other for years, Jackie and I. We 
shared everything—friends, good (Continued on page 83) 
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brown-eyed, attractive but not beautiful girl, whose 
heart may belong to him but whose voice belongs 
to the Army, the Navy and the Marines. 

George is willing to share her, for her name is Dinah 
and Dinah is dynamite to the millions of listeners in the 
fox-holes of the Tropics, the ice fields of Alaska, the mine 
fields of the seas. 

The world knows her as Dinah 
in Nashville, Tennessee, call her 
Shore,” but to George she’s “the steady’; the one he 
laughs with, goes to the movies with, takes to dinner 
and swims and rides and plays tennis with. She’s the 
Mary Lou that lives down the block in every small town 
in America, the regular American girl, and George is 
her beau. 

The fires of hot, quick consuming romances have burned 
out leaving ashes in the heart of this Montana cowboy 
who still says “ma’am” despite his spectacular rise to 
stardom which gives him two of Hollywood’s biggest 


G EORGE MONTGOMERY has a new girl! A laughing, 


Shore, the folks down 
“little Frances Rose 


current hits in “Coney Island” and “Bomber’s Moon.” 
He must have been hurt not a little in the process, for the 
lively zest for life and what lies ahead seems gone from 
his eyes, the sparkle and eagerness replaced by a quiet, 
easy air of steadfastness—and no longer is he the naive 
lad who was so quickly and easily swept off his feet. 

George Montgomery had just begun to gain notice when 
Ginger Rogers spied him on the screen and sent a friend 
out to seek an introduction. That a star of Ginger’s im- 
portance should notice him went like champagne to George’s 
head. His time and attention were taken over and monopo- 
lized by the possessive Ginger and George was ready to 
play for keeps. 

The rude awakening to this romance left him shaken 
and all ready to succumb to the beauty of Hollywood’s 
most famous beauty—Hedy Lamarr. In no time at all their 
engagement was announced, Hedy had purchased a trous- 
seau, mostly cowboy breeches and plaid shirts, and was 
telling all who would listen how deeply she loved George. 

No one in Hollywood knows exactly what happened, but 
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ROMANCE 


one day it was all over. Hedy was glimpsed several weeks 
aiter in a private projection room at Twentieth Century-Fox 
watching a Montgomery movie. Friends said George rang 
Hedy’s phone and some said Hedy rang George’s until the 
very day of Hedy’s marriage to John Loder. 

But by that time George’s heart was all wrapped up in 
a little girl from Tennessee who cared nothing for glamouw 
and less about the hullabaloo of a Hollywood romance. 
Dinah Shore just liked a good time and found it by giving 
of her singing talents to the boys in camps and going to 
the movies with her best beau. 

For eight months now the quiet, steady romance of George 
and Dinah has been blooming right under Hollywood's 
nose. They met one night at the Hollywood Canteen just 
about the time Hedy met John Loder at the same spot. 
Both George and Dinah had gone there to work; Dinah 
to sing and dance with the servicemen, George to work as 
busboy. They went out afterward for a hamburger. A 
few evenings later George telephoned Dinah about a movie. 
To the delight of both, they discovered so much in common— 


BY SALLY JEFFERSON 
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a dislike of night clubs, a love of riding, swimming and ten- 
nis. Dinah was a home girl just as George was a home boy. 
Family, friends, little homey things meant the world. And 


in this quiet world George Montgomery found the peace and 





RETTY giris miss a lot,” says Dinah. “When you're 
beautiful you needn't exert yourself to be pleasing. 
But a girl who isn’t beautiful (and Dinah admits she isn’t) 
must develop her personality and be approachable.” 
Dinah Shore is ali of that. She’s just “Dinah” to the 
thousands upon thousands of boys in the camps she visits. 
“And not one has er got fresh,” she says. “But they 
teel I’m approachable and companionable. They wouldn’t 
if I were beautiful. When they write, ‘What’s new, Dinah?’ 
they mean just tnat. I’m an average American girl writing 
to an American boy or taiking to them as friends from home.” 
As for marriage, Dinah says honestly, “I have no definite 
plans at all. All I want for the (Continued on page 86) 
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Veronica's husband—John Detlie, 
former art director at M-G-M, now 
a Major in the Army Engineers 


ASKED Veronica Lake when she expected to get her 

divorce from Major John Detlie. She said, “As soon 

as the baby is born, we will have a separation. Then 
I will see if it’s possible to avoid a divorce.” 

At that time she had not the slightest inkling that ten 
days later the baby would be born, two months ahead of 
schedule and that just a week after its premature birth 
the tiny, three-pound son would die, bringing double 
heartbreak. 

Interviewing Veronica in the home of Wally Beery was 
quite an experience. There were millions of Beery memen- 
toes all over the place. A silver elephant two feet high, 
trumpeting to high heaven, a playroom that looked like 
something out of the Painted Desert by way of Death 
Valley, with saddles, sombreros, ping-pong tables, a bar, 
thousands of photographs of Wally in every position and 
in every role he’d ever played. 

Veronica and Wally’s ex-wife, Rita, have been fast 
friends for a year. They have been living together in 
Wally’s own home which he lent them while he has been 
in Wyoming. 

The household has consisted of Rita, one maid, Veronica 
and her daughter and two other children—the son and 
daughter of Howard Joslin—whom Veronica is thinking of 
adopting. Howard was second assistant director on her 
latest picture, “The Hour Before Dawn.” There were four 
children in the Joslin family and when Howard’s wife 
passed away Veronica offered to take two of them. “I love 
children and three won’t be any harder to handle than 
one,” she said. 

When I saw Veronica she had spent the whole day 
washing and cooking and was in a state of utter collapse. 

I charged her with the fact that only a month ago she 
had told me she wasn’t going to have a baby. Whereupon 
she swore she didn’t know until a few days after she 
made that statement to me that a baby was due. 

Although we had not been aware of Veronica’s impend- 
ing motherhood, we did know that she and her husband 
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To any woman, the loss of a child 


is tragedy. But Veronica Lake 


must face, too, the possibility 


of the breakup of her marriage 


BY HEDDA HOPPER 


had been quarreling. Looking at what has happened to 
the couple, we have good reason to believe Veronica when 
she says there will be a separation, even though we are 
equally conscious of the fact that anything Veronica says 
she is as likely to contradict completely the next day. 

When John Detlie first went into service, Veronica could 
scarcely wait for shooting to finish on her current picture 
before she would pack herself, icebox, baby, maid and all 
up to Seattle where her husband was stationed. There 
she would stay until the last gasp before taking a plane 
back to begin a new picture. 

Then rumors began to sift through (among them that 
she and John had disagreed on the wisdom of adopting the 
Joslin children) and Hollywood waited to see what Vero- 
nica would do when she had finished her work on “The 
Hour Before Dawn.” Instead of hurrying back to Seattle 
and John, Veronica remained in Hollywood during her 
months of expectant motherhood when every woman 
would ordinarily prefer to be with her husband. Further- 
more, John did not stay with Veronica on a recent Holly- 
wood visit. When queried on the situation, he simply said, 
“Any statement should come from Mrs. Detlie.” 


OR a little blonde who won’t be twenty-four until No- 

vember, Veronica has had quite a career. She was twenty 
when she married John Detlie. He was thirty-three and 
had been married before. She told me quite frankly that 
at the time of her marriage she didn’t know much about 
taking on the duties imposed by a home and husband. 
Things weren’t made any too easy for her, since at the 
same time she had to cope with the responsibilities of a 
brand-new career. 

It was while she was at M-G-M, making “Forty Little 
Mothers,” that she had met John Detlie, an art director. 
Not until months later did the town know there was a 
romance between them; it was too busy speculating about 
her supposed romance with a prominent producer, which 
proved to be just that—a “supposed” romance. 
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Married at twenty, Veronica has had a career 
that has kept the columnists, the studio ex- 
ecutives, the Hollywood gossips on their toes 


That unfounded gossip caused Veronica many heart- 
aches. The first Christmas she and John had together, she 
was preparing to entertain John’s parents and her own for 
Christmas dinner. She was in the bedroom, putting the 
finishing touches to her make-up, when she turned on the 
radio and the first thing she heard coming out of it was, 
“Today at the Christmas table, Veronica Lake will take the 
place of his wife in the home of a prominent producer.” 
Veronica now says, with some bitterness, “Someday I hope 
to meet the columnist who said that!” You’ve got to be 
pretty sophisticated at the age of twenty to know how to 
handle a situation like that. At that time she had lots of 
experience, but very little sophistication. 

She did have one great bulwark: She was madly in 
love with her husband—so much that on one occasion 
when things began to get too thick she even bolted from 
the lot in the midst of making “I Wanted Wings” and 
drove to the side of her husband who was then on loca- 
tion in Arizona. The studio was in an uproar until she 
was finally located. 

Later on, when she was working for Preston Sturges 
and she seemed to be getting fatter day by day, he asked 
if she was going to have a baby. She was too frightened 
to admit it. A few days later, when his wife was visiting 
the set, Veronica told her the truth. “Well,” said Mrs. 
Sturges, “you’d better tell him immediately.” Preston 
was upset. but he went right ahead shooting “Sullivan’s 
Travels.” They got through it all right, mainly because 
she wore old clothes, baggy trousers and didn’t look too 
awful. 

This time when Veronica admitted that she was going to 
have another baby, she was doing “The Hour Before 








Dawn.” She happened to have the same cameraman who 
photographed her in “Sullivan’s Travels.” He said, “Oh, 
well, we'll get through this all right. I photographed you 
before and I guess I can take care of it again.” 

I asked what kind of a part she played in her last one. 
“Oh, a complete reprobate as usual! I’m a Nazi spy, and 
unreformed to the bitter end.” Then she added, “They’re 
going to love me in the Reich. Herr Hitler will probably 
demand a command performance. 

“Not until after I'd appeared in ‘I Wanted Wings’ did 
I realize that the public associated me with the same kind 
of role I played on the screen.” she continued, “and inas- 
much as I have played little else than slitches, that’s the 
impression most people have of me.” 

She’s old enough now to realize she can’t blame them, 
especially with all the screwy things she’s done and said. 
She never yet has given the same answer to the same 
question to any two people, and adds, “If I’d been born 
a man, I’d have been a tramp and more at home in a 
boxcar than in a living room.” 

When she was suggested for the Javanese girl in “The 
Story Of Dr. Wassell,” the whole town held its sides laugh- 
ing. All except Veronica. 

Her dander was up and she decided to do something 
about it. She was smart enough to dig up an appropriate 
costume, get herself made up in a black wig and then, 
through skulduggery, arranged to be posing in the portrait 
gallery when De Mille walked in. He saw her in the 
make-up of the character, failed to recognize her and that 
soid him. And if they hadn’t found out in time that she 
was going to have another baby, she might even have 
started the picture—which would have been just too bad 
for our little blue-eyed baby, because Mr. De Mille doesn’t 
like to be fooled. 

I asked if she was off salary while waiting for her blessed 
event. 

She replied, “No, the studio has been wonderful. They’re 
paying me right straight through.” 

“And,” said I, “I suppose the minute you are divorced 
you'll remarry?” 

She replied, “Well, I hope when and if I do that, I’l] have 
a little more sense than I’ve had in the past.” 

It’s natural that there should have been a tinge of bitter- 
ness in her tone as she said this. For the girl has tried— 
and tried hard—to hold her marriage together. Repeatedly 
she has thrown career to the winds in a manner that to 
a less potent box-office personality would have spelled 
oblivion. 

But evidently the marriage hurdles have been too high. 
When two people are hundreds of miles apart it is dis- 
couragingly easy for misunderstandings to arise and diffi- 
cult to explain them convincingly, especially in the boiling 
pot of war, stardom and parenthood. 

I said it would take something drastic to bring Veronica 
and John together again. Perhaps that something has now 
happened in this tragedy that has come to them both. Out 
of heartbreak may come a measure of happiness. 





THE END 
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Lone lavender shadows of the linger- 
ing California twilight lay along 
the hills on the night when Van 
Johnson climbed into an automobile 
with his friends, Evie and Keenan 
Wynn, the son of Ed Wynn. Van had 
urged Keenan and his wife to accom- 
pany him to the studio to see a run-off 
of “Keeper Of The Flame.” Van had 
already seen it a couple of times, but 
he’s like that about his enthusiasms. 
Spencer Tracy being his favorite actor, 
he simply couldn’t get enough of see- 
ing him. 

Before the trio left the house there 
was a laughing discussion about whose 
car they’d take and who would drive. 
Van won the toss-up. And that was 
one time Lady Luck had an ironic 
smile on her face and a double-cross 
in her heart. For it was Van who 
drove, taking his own convertible. “I’m 
so used to this buggy,” Van would say, 
“it’s as easy to handle as an aged pony.” 

But that night there was a fourth 
passenger in the car. Death was hitch- 
ing a silent ride. He must have dropped 
off just before the crash came, for all 


A tell-everything story about Van John- 


son, the boy you'll remember not to forget 


BY DAVID GREGCORY 


the others, thankfully, are here to tell 
the tale. He must have brushed against 
Van, though, before leaving, for though 
the others in the car were not even 
scratched, Van’s life, for days after- 
ward, hung in the balance. 

It was one of those swift, incredible 
smash-ups, where no one really quite 
knows what happened. There was the 
usual jumble of waiting for an ambu- 
lance, blurred red-tape, confusion. It 
was two hours before Van, seriously 
hurt, was resting in a hospital. For- 
tunately, he could not know, that cha- 
otic night, how slender a hope was held 
for his life. 

The studio, of course, snapped to ac- 
tion. One of the greatest American 
brain specialists gave of his brilliant 
skill, drew upon all the magic-seeming 
resources of modern surgical science. 
One factor, incidentally, which made it 
possible for Van to survive a great 
loss of blood was the fact that he had 
been going to his local blood-bank as 
often as they’d allow him and his sys- 
tem had thus been accustomed, at reg- 
ular intervals, to adjusting to an 
abnormal lass of blood. 

For hours, Van says, his mind simply 
refused to accept what had happened. 
He told himself it was a bad dream, it 
would all pass. After all, the last pic- 
ture he had made was set in a hospital. 
This would turn out to be part of that 
same set, distorted in some horrid 
nightmare. 

Gradually, however, his conscious- 
ness forced him to know it was all too 
real—his crushed head, the awful 
weakness, the dark thought that he 
would not be able to go on working 
at the thing he loves. And that’s when 
the qualities which show through in 


These are the people Van talks about in superlatives— 
Judy Garland (above), Keenan Wynn (left), who 
before the accident was Van's favorite put-put pal 












the warmth of his screen personality 
came to the rescue. His unbeatable, 
twinkling sense of humor, for instance. 

As soon as he was able to talk at 
all, he mentioned the fact that the very 
day of the accident, he’d been amused 
by a casual glance at a horoscope 
magazine. It indicated for those under 
his sign, Virgo, “—today is no day to 
let your accident insurance go unpaid.” 

“Guess after this,” he grinned, “I’d 
better be more superstitious. I might 
have known, after reading that, that 
‘I should of stood in bed’ that night, 
instead of traipsing out.” 

The doctors, at first, fully expected 
Van would be in the hospital for a year. 
His injury looked that serious. He not 
only startled them, but practically took 
their breath away by getting out and 
home to convalesce in a little over six 
weeks! When he was leaving the hos- 
pital, still much turbaned in bandages, 
his love of laughter rose above the con- 
fusion of getting collected and under 
way. 

“Don’t forget those shoes,” he told a 
friend who was helping, alluding to the 
decidedly battered pair he’d worn the 
night of the accident. “Those number 
seventeen coupons are few and far 
between.” 

He had no idea how badly he’d been 
hurt for quite a while. He did get 
suspicious when he wasn’t allowed any 
newspapers, but still it might be just 
the usual routine. He was a bit cha- 
grined, too, that a nurse opened all 
mail before he got a look at it. One 
day, though, he did manage to sneak 
one letter. for the first look. It was 
very sweet, but a bit frightening. 
“Please,” wrote a very young gir] fan. 
“don’t die now. (Continued on page 81) 














The guy you won't forget in "A Guy Named Joe"—Van Johnson by Hymie Fink 
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pair: Oh Hedy! Oh 


Eddie! 


Oh Dottie! 
. . . and just think 
what Maria Mon- 
tez could wear as 


Red Skelton's bride 





APPILY for the glittering denizens 

of Cinematown, I am not even 
remotely related to the little 
fellow called Cupid and when he picks 
up his magic bow and love-loaded 
arrows and starts to operate, I haven’t 
the slightest influence on his aim. I’ve 
no inside dope on how he works— 
except that he works fast, and in Holly- 
wood he seems to work even faster 
than in other places—but I’ve often 
wondered (haven’t you?) what makes 
him do what he does when he does it. 

If I were he, I might operate on 
any one of several theories of match- 
making. The obvious method would 
be to wed an actor to the actress 
most prominently identified as his 
screen wife or sweetheart, thus per- 
manently linking Myrna Loy and 
William Powell, Nelson Eddy and 
Jeanette MacDonald, Bing Crosby and 
Dorothy Lamour, Johnny Weissmuller 
and Maureen O’Sullivan (making them 
a wedding present of a handsome tree) 
and Walter Pidgeon and Greer Garson. 

But that’s just copying the casting 
directors and what do they know 
about love? 

Another possibility might be to make 
the matches strictly in terms of 
euphony. That would bring together 
Clark Gable and Betty Grable, Michael 
O’Shea and Alice Faye, Joel McCrea 
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“The wedding tune 
of Don Ameche and 
Janet Blair —a 
smile-the-while air 


and Martha Raye, Franchot Tone and 
Simone Simon, John Qualen and Arleen 
Whelan, Nan Wynn and Errol Flynn, 
Ray Milland and Sally Rand, John 
Carroll and Glenda Farrell, John Sut- 
ton and Betty Hutton, Jack Haley and 
Cass Daley, Wendy Barrie and Harry 
Carey. 

Still, you can see how unsuitable 
some of those combines would be—you 
could tell it before the echoes of the 
“I do’s” had died away. No, you 
wouldn’t catch me using that method. 

Unlike the Boy with the Bow, I'd 
work up a good reason before I shot 
the arrows that would link two peo- 
ple for life, or for a couple of months. 
I'd put it on a scientific basis. For 
instance, here are some of the people 
I'd cause to adore each other—and in 
each case, here’s why: 

I'd like to see Hedy Lamarr become 
Mrs. Eddie Cantor, just so she could 
be called Hedy Cantor. Could you 
ask for anything more? 

I'd bring Maria Montez and Red 
Skelton together, because both are 
“characters” in the most frightening 
sense of the word and their dialogue 
would be devastating while it lasted. 
I'd give them a scrapbook for a wed- 
ding present and on the marriage morn 
Maria could wear something old (Red’s 
jokes) , something new (a just-thought- 
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Typical 
and-obey pose of pos- 
sible pair Bette Do- 
is, George Sanders 


love-honor - 


up publicity stunt), something bor- 
rowed (Dorothy Lamour’s sarong, 
which she borrowed anyway) and 
something blue (the carbon copy of 
one of her press releases). They’d 
make a perfect pair, don’t tell me 
otherwise. 

I'd merge Martha Raye with Mickey 
Rooney just to see who’d wear out 
first from all the dancing and yelling— 
and because Martha wouldn’t have to 
change the “M.R.” on her silver and 
linens and letter paper and mono- 
grammed nighties. And I'll bet their 
fans would approve the nuptials, too! 

I'd cause two smiles to beam as one 
by mating Janet Blair and Don Ameche. 
Those two look so happy all the time, 
can’t you just imagine how doubly 
happy they’d look together? They’re 
not only both singers, which should 
make for perfect harmony around the 
house, but being the possessors of the 
broadest grins and whitest teeth in 
Hollywood, they should make enough 
side money on toothpaste endorsements 
to keep them in caviar year in and 
year out. 

I'd make it a double wedding be- 
tween Bette Davis and George Sanders 
and Ida Lupino and Charles Laughton. 
But I’d be careful to contract for ex- 
clusive screen rights to all their scenes 
together if the marriages didn’t work 


out—and you just know they wouldn't. 

I'd engineer a romance between 
George Montgomery and Betty Grable, 
because they’d make such beautiful 
cheesecake togethér. And also because 
if Betty whispered “George” by mis- 
take (which could happen so easily) 
Mr. Montgomery wouldn’t know it was 
a mistake—and if on the other hand 
he whispered “Hedy,” she’d think he 
was saying “Betty” with bad diction. 

On the theory that husband and wife 
should have similar personalities, I 
would couple Gene Tierney and Johnny 
Weissmuller, whose film careers indi- 
cate both enjoy swimming in lagoons, 
wearing tropical clothes and _ con- 
versing in sentences no lengthier than 
“Me girl. Me like you.” Moreover, 
they own the kind of torsos that ought 
to be placed in fairly close proximity, 
if only for the pictorial effect achieved 
thereby. 

Operating under the above-men- 
tioned system I’d also bring the sophis- 
ticated crowd together, possibly just 
in one big bunch instead of two by two, 
because it would be fun (at least it 
always has been in their movies) to 
let them try and figure out for them- 
selves who belongs to whom. I’d just 
take Cary Grant and Irene Dunne, 
Joan Crawford and Robert Mont- 
gomery, (Continued on page 86) 





—who double-crosses Cupid 
to give you a gay piece of 
her mind in as provocative 
a pairing as has appeared 


in many a (honey)moon 


ILLUSTRATED BY RONAY 


Talk about marriage 
talk! Just take 
Greta Garbo as the 
wife of Vic Mature 
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loose-\eaf Wn livvie 





Bind up these strictly personal notes on the life of Miss 


de Havilland and you'll have a Cover Girl volume 


She uses Shadrack, gift of Capt. 
John Huston, for practice-play 


i) LIVIA DE HAVILLAND decorates 

— O Photoplay’s cover this month in a 

pose that millions of women like 

her have already adopted. She is the 

representative of that great—and growing 

greater—group of Women War Workers 

who take their places as mechanics at 

air fields, behind machines in factories, 

in a thousand other essential spots, to 
release a man for service. 

In her time off from the set of “Government Girl” 
Livvie decorates the Hollywood Canteen, gives her smil- 
ing time to making a lot of service men a little bit happier. 

She is a nice actress to visit on the set. She will tell 
you stories, or amuse the cast by drawing caricatures 
of them, or startle those who aren’t wise to her trick 
by barking like a dog. 

Let’s go on some of the sets. When she was making 
“Princess O’Rourke” at Warners they couldn’t get a 
little dog to bark on cue. “I'll bark,” she said, and even 
the dog was surprised. 

She made nine pictures with Errol Flynn. It was in 
the ninth picture that she came to like Flynn as a friend. 

She and Ida Lupino play the Bronte sisters in “De- 
votion.” She is Charlotte and Ida is Emily. Someone 


One of her favorite 
in her bark-like-a-dog trick books 





that's the best reading of the month 


BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


The noted writer and newspaper columnist 


the Bible 


suggested that it might have been nice if Joan Fontaine 
played the role of Emily. “Oh, Joan is connected with 
the picture indirectly,” she said. She went on to explain 
“In this picture, I, Charlotte Bronte, am writing a book 
and it is mentioned and discussed throughout the picture 
The book is ‘Jane Eyre.’ Now you know Joan is in the 
picture, ‘Jane Eyre.’ So when the movie fans see her 
in it, they will probably say, “‘Wasn’t it nice of Olivia de 
Havilland to write such a good story for her sister?’ 
She works hard at her task and is completely 
prepared for her assignment. She knows her lines, ha: 
her own conception of the character she is portraying 
and will fight to have her way if she is thoroughly 
convinced she is correct. 
Therefore directors and producers often are puzzled 
by her. They don’t expect this from a sweet-looking gir! 
Her name is deceiving, also. It sounds fancy and made 
up for pictures. It is her real name and can be traced 
back to Sir Peter de Havilland, a supporter of Crom- 
well against Charles I. She is also a cousin of the 
manufacturer of the de Havilland bombing planes 
She was born in Tokyo, Japan, on July 1, 1916. She 
is an American citizen. She came to America when 
she was three. She was educated at Saratoga, Cali- 
fornia, Notre Dame Convent; Los Gatos Union High 




































She is deft at 
drawing carico- 
tures and amuses 
workers on all 
her sets by 
sketching them 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMIE FINK 


School, and won a scholarship to Mills College, but 


gave it up in favor of a movie career. 

When she first started in pictures, people politely 
referred to her as being naive. She says she was dumb. 
She claims she believed everything she was told. She 
learned better. 

She is five feet three inches tall and weighs one 
hundred seventeen pounds. She has brown eyes and 
mouse-colored hair. She writes sentimental poetry, but 
won't let anyone see it. Her nickname is Livvie. 

She insists that she remembers vividly the first time 
she was kissed. She’ll tell you that after this kiss she 
ran home, sat on her bed in a daze and kept repeating, 
“I’ve been kissed. I’ve been kissed.” She liked it, and 
still does. 


§ HE is very popular. She went with Howard Hughes, 

then Jimmy Stewart and Burgess Meredith, and now 
her favorite is Captain John Huston. She has said that 
the man she marries must be “lean and hard and dark. 
He mustn’t be ‘arty’ or wear bow ties. He can’t wear 
grease of any kind on his hair, and he must be intelligent.” 

She is always late to dates and appointments. She 
considers punctuality a very important attribute, but 
somehow she never can get ready on time. When a man 












She brushes her teeth at least 
six or seven times a day 





She is an inveterate shelf- 
builder and closet cleaner-upper 


takes her out on a date, she likes to return the engage- 
ment by inviting him out. She is fond of dancing. 

She can’t resist magazine salesmen, is a closet straight- 
ener and a shelf-builder. Whenever she moves into 
a new house, she looks first to see if there is enough 
shelf space. Once she found enough shelf space, moved 
in and found she didn’t have a dining room. 

She resides in a small house off Coldwater Canyon. It 
is neatly furnished and exhibits her taste. She hasn’t 
many friends, but she believes they are “true friends.” 
She likes to have them in for a gabfest. 

She is a good listener. In fact, so good that when 
men talk with her they invariably leave with the im- 
pression that she’s a wonderful conversationalist. 

She has a pet, a dog named Shadrack, given to her 
by Captain John Huston. She and the dog often bark 
at each other. 

Off the screen her make-up consists chiefly of face 
powder and lipstick. She generally manicures her own 
nails. 

She and her sister are great friends, despite some 
stories to the contrary. Of course they do quarrel occa- 
sionally, but it is never over professional jealousy. 
One evening, when she was dancing at the Hollywood 
Canteen, a soldier said to her, (Continued on page 89) 
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Private Life of beorge Sanders 


It took months of tireless searching to track down these authentic, 


never-before-published facts in the life of Hollywood's gay deceiver 


ing by our best Holly- 
wood newshawks were 

required to produce this story. 

Now, for the curious, Photo- 
play can reveal what until the 
present has been, in truth, the 
strictly private home life of 
George Sanders, can take you 
into. the house George built for 
his bride, can tell you about 
Susan and explain the many 
other mysteries of this debo- 
nair deceiver. 

George Sanders’ marriage it- 
self has been a mystery. Be- 
yond the unrevealing news 
note that he supposedly took 
Susan Larson for his wife on 
October 17, 1940, at Holly- 
wood’s First Methodist Church, 
little of his marital status has 
been known. 

Even when news of his mar- 
riage broke into print the skep- 
tics said, “But where is the 
marriage license?” They pro- 
ceeded to ransack the license 
bureaus of Los Angeles County 
without result, not thinking to 
look at the records down at 
Laguna, seventy miles south, 
where George had a_ beach 
house. No one, in fact, thought 
to accost the Reverend Glenn 
Phillips of the First Methodist 
Church in Hollywood for con- 
firmation that he had per- 
formed the Sanders marriage. That is, 
until Photoplay started on the trail of 
the hidden life of George Sanders about 
which the star himself has said, “It’s 
nobody’s business. It would not make 
me a better actor for the world to know 
what I eat for breakfast.” 


Mine by of patient sleuth- 


HE Sanders romance was not a 

sudden infatuation. He and Susan 
met at Twentieth Century-Fox soon 
after his arrival in America, to renew a 
friendship which, some say, began years 
before in England. 

Susan, whose parents came from 


BY CARL FOSTER 
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First proof of the first mystery in the 
Sanders life: A picture of his wife Susan 


Sweden, as you might guess from her 
golden Nordic beauty, was born in the 
U. S. A. After being graduated from 
Hollywood High School she entered 
the California Christian College to 
study piano and pipe organ and finally 
to teach a music class there. 

Her first job, according to a bio- 
graphical form she herself filled out, 
was waitress at the Wilshire Brown 
Derby following the death of her father, 
a boss carpenter at the United Artists 
Studio, when he fell from a ladder. 
Here she had the good luck to be dis- 
covered by studio executives, given a 


test at the Fox studios and 
put under contract. She ap- 
peared in “The Man Who 
Dared,.” “Walls Of Gold,” 
“Three On A Honeymoon” 
and “Free Gold.” 

Music always has been her 
hobby. She also admits be- 
ing “intrigued by airplanes.” 
And historical novels and 
history are her choice in 
reading. Parallel tastes in- 
creased the basic attraction 
between her and George, no 
doubt. 

They live, the Sanders, in 
West Hollywood, in a ram- 
bling English house built of 
dark timbers, cream stucco 
and brick. Their neighbors, 
not long ago, were unjustly 
indignant because George 
was quoted as saying he had 
built in a “lousy” part of 
town to save on taxes. What 
he actually said was that he 
had chosen West Hollywood 
instead of Beverly or Bel Air 
because the taxes were lower 
there. 

The street upon which the 
Sanders live is charming, 
with houses set amid gardens 
and_ lawns. Surrounding 
streets, however, have less 
distinction, with their houses 
rapidly giving way to mod- 
erately priced apartments. 

George built his house by telephone, 
so he says, with the slight shrug, 
amused grin and charming accent 
which make him so memorable on the 
screen. He gave his architect the 
rough plans he had sketched, later 
okayed the blueprints and, occupied 
by other things when the house was 
going up, checked on the progress by 
phone. There are things he wishes 
were different. But this doesn’t worry 
him too much. 

“Nobody ever gets exactly what he 
wants,” he says. “When they built the 


Queen Mary, (Continued on page 100) 53 











Little girl doing big things in Hollywood: Anne Baxter of Fox's "Paris, Tennessee” 








have tantrums. If there was some- 

thing difficult or unpleasant for me 
to do, I was horrid and couldn’t be 
made to do it unless my parents gave 
me a reason why. It irked Mother, and 
no wonder, so I was taken to a psychi- 
atrist. I was seven at the time. He 
asked me dozens of questions, but, true 
to form, I would not answer them. The 
analyst then left me alone in a room 
with a dictaphone hoping that I would 
talk to myself and thus yield up my 
complexes and neuroses. I kept mum. 
The poor man couldn’t get anywhere 
with me and told Mother I had “out- 
smarted” him. 

But the experience, seemingly fruit- 
less, was to do something for me. It 
made me want to know myself. The 
idea didn’t formulate at the age of 
seven, of course, but as the years went 
by I kept remembering all that ques- 
tioning and probing and determined 
that I would try the same method on 
myself. I have tried and, although 
there are a few loose ends, I feel that, 
in the main, I know pretty much what 
I am all about; what I like, and why; 
what I want, and why; how I function 
best, and why. 

I like to be independent. I wouldn’t 
be a clinging vine to the sturdiest oak 
that grows. This is because, when I 
was a youngster, my parents often said 
to me, “Whatever you do is all right 
with us, but you have to do it well 
and make a living at it.” This was fine 
with me because, as the granddaughter 
of Frank Lloyd Wright, the architect, 
the daughter of my mother, a brilliant, 
enterprising woman, and of my father, 
Kenneth Stuart Baxter, manager of the 
Frankfort Distilleries, I was conditioned 
to people who were functional as well 
as gifted. So the idea that I could be 
anything I wanted to be, but could not 
dabble at it, grew with me. 

As a child, I could always entertain 
myself. This was partly because we 
moved quite a lot. Born in Michigan 
City, Indiana, on May 7, 1923 (astrolo- 
gers, please note), my parents moved 
to Rye, New York, when I was four; 


| WAS a problem child. I used to 





BY MYSELF 


What happens when a girl turns informer 


on herself? 


a surprise-surprise 


to White Plains a few years later; then 
to Chappaqua; and finally, to Bronx- 
ville, where their home is now. As a 
consequence, I skipped about from 
school to school. 

I never was really alone because I 
knew, with my first conscious thought, 
that I wanted to be an actress. So I 
was constantly imagining myself as 
some character I’d read about in a 
book or seen on the stage, surrounded 
by all the other characters in the 
book or play. And they were my 
friends and playmates. 


| STILL like to be alone and am living 
alone, for the first time in my life, 
in Hollywood. Being on your own 
stiffens your fibre. One of the greatest 
satisfactions in life is to take yourself 
by the scruff of your neck and say, “Do 
it now!”—knowing that there is no one 
else to make you. 

I think I have found out that I have 
a sense of humor. Which means that 
nothing can ever hurt me—too much. 

Know what I do when I am alone at 
night? I never want to go to bed. So 
I stay up until four o’clock in the 
morning, lie on the floor in front of the 
fire and listen to all the music that’s 
played, from the newest modern things 
to Fourteenth Century church music. 
“Escapist” stuff? Of course. I am es- 
caping from going to bed, which means 
the loss of consciously lived hours to 
me. And as music opens many doors, 
I escape from being sucked into too 


Plenty—especially when she's 


gal like Anne Baxter! 


great an absorption in my work which. 
would be limiting. 

In fact, my most important con- 
clusion about myself is that I am quite 
tiresomely normal. As proof thereof, 
I submit the following data as it pops 
into my head: 

I love clothes and adore jewels. I 
don’t have to wear jewels. I feel no 
need to possess them but I love to look 
at them. I love big rings, have a heart- 
shaped ring, a black heart, which is my 
favorite, and hate little ones. I’m mad 
about emeralds, my birthstone. I'd like 
to have a mink coat. Healthily fem- 
inine, this, I hope? 

I love color. Vivid color of-any kind, 
red, cyclamen, magenta. I love gold 
gauze curtains with the sun flooding 
through and have them in my house. 

I love humorous books. Sally Ben- 
son; Dorothy Parker; the “New Yorker” 
magazine. On the other hand, having 
a reasonable amount of intellectual 
curiosity, I try to keep myself informed 
on current events. I am interested in 
war strategy, child psychology, music 
and languages and can hold a fairly 
decent own on quite a range of 
subjects. 

I love poetry, too. I’m crazy about 
Edna St. Vincent Millay and like Carl 
Sandburg better than Whitman. In fact, 
Sandburg’s “Primer Lesson” is my 
favorite poem. “Be careful how you use 
proud words’—so true. 

I like Robert Donat and Jean Gabin. 


The first day (Continued on page 105) 55 
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Y NAME is Jane Eyre. I was 
M alone in the world except for my 
Aunt Reed who hated me and 
who put me in an orphanage where 
I spent long bitter years befriended by 


only one man, gentle Dr. Rivers. 
When I was eighteen, I went as 


governess to Thornfield Hall. My 
charge was small Adele, ward of Mr. 
Edward Rochester, master of the Hall, 
who came to it only on short sudden 
visits. He was a dark, brooding type of 
man, by turns cold and indifferent, 
warm and friendly to me. The only 
other residents were Mrs. Fairfax, the 
housekeeper, the servants and the 
“sewing woman” Grace Poole who 
lived alone in the mysterious Old Wing. 

It was'on Mr. Rochester’s first visit 


that the near-tragedy happened. Awak- 
ening one night to the smell of smoke 
I sped to his room to find his bed 
ablaze. I roused him and together we 
beat out the flames. He left me then 
and rushed to the Old Wing; but even 
on his return he offered no real ex- 
planation for what had happened. 

He told me about Adele, though, how 
he had met her mother in France and 
how she had deserted him, leaving 
Adele, who, said he, “she declared was 
my child.” Then with a strange ex- 
pression he said, “You have saved my 
life tonight. I knew from the first you 
would do me good at Some time. Good- 
night ... Jane.” 

The next morning he rode away and 
it was six months before he came to 


Thornfield again, this time with a gay 
party, led by Miss Blanche Ingram. 

Through the gay days that followed, 
I scarcely saw Mr. Rochester, for he 
was constantly at Miss Ingram’s side. 
There was no reason, I told myself, for 
the sharp jealousy I felt, yet on this 
special night it seemed that the sight 
of them was more than I could bear. 

I slipped away to the library, only 
to be followed by Mr. Rochester. “You 
are depressed,” he said. But there was 
no time for him to say anything further, 
for we were interrupted by the an- 
nouncement of a visitor—a Mr. Mason 
of Jamaica. 

He left me then, with a frightening 
expression on his face. I could not 
sleep, thinking of it—it was indeed as 














THE CAST 
Edward Rochester...... .Orson Welles 
Jane Eyre. . Joan Fontaine 
Adele Varens.... 
Mr. Mason 


Blanche Ingram... 


Margaret O'Brien 
. John Abbott 
Hillary Brooke 

John Sutton 
Ethel Griffies 


Dr. Rivers. . 


Grace Poole... 


if I were waiting for the shuddering 
cry of torture that rang through the 
Hall. 

I ran to the gallery. Suddenly the 
door to the Old Wing swung open 
and there was Mr. Rochester, calmly 
explaining that one of the maids had 
had a nightmare, quietly sending his 
excited guests back to their rooms. 

A few minutes later there was a light 
tap on my door. I went to him and at 
his gesture followed him down the hall 
to the Old Wing. Then, at the door, he 
stopped. “Jane,” he said, “what you see 
may shock you, but I beg you, no mat- 
ter what the appearance, you must 
trust me.” 

I nodded wordlessly. He pushed open 
the door, and we went in. 


T WAS a large, square room, with 

walls of cold stone. At one side was 
a bed with its curtains drawn and near 
the bed, half hidden by a torn and dirty 
tapestry, a small door. 

Without pausing, Mr. Rochester led 
me to the bed and drew aside one 
of the curtains. For one second the 
breath left my body—then, mindful 
of my promise, I fought and regained 
control of myself. 

A man lay across the bed, uncon- 
scious and scarcely breathing. One of 
his sleeves was soaked with blood. It 
was the Mr. Mason who had come to 
Thornfield a few hours before. 

My employer gave me no time to 
wonder. He thrust the candle into my 
hand and quickly fetched water and a 
sponge. Ripping away the sodden shirt, 
he washed the man’s wounded arm 
clean. Then he said: “Jane, I shall 
have to leave you in this room with this 
gentleman while I fetch a surgeon. You 
will sponge the blood as I do now. If 
he comes to, you will not speak to him 
on any account! Do you understand?” 

“Yes, sir,” I whispered. 

“Whatever happens, do not move 
from here. Whatever happens, do not 
open a door, either door.” 

He gave me the sponge and hurried 
to the door by which we had entered. 
He went out and I heard the key grate 
in the lock. 

For a moment, in a daze, I bathed 
Mr. Mason’s wound, a jagged, ugly 
tear in the flesh, as if by doing so 
I could keep at bay the fear that lurked 
in the dark corners of that vast room. 
But hardly had Mr. Rochester’s steps 
died away when from behind the 
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other door there burst a sound of such 
indescribable horror that if he had 
not bade me so sternly not to move I 
should have screamed and fled. It was 
a snarling noise, like the ravening of 
an untamed mongrel dog, and yet 
there was something human in it 
too. It rose to a peak of hatred and 
despair and then mingled with it 
there was the sound of a violent 
struggle and a sharp twang, like a 
snapped rope. 

An instant later the little door was 
shaken and battered. It strained and 
quivered on its hinges under the as- 
sault of something—some embodiment 
of elemental fury. At any second it 
seemed as if the frail lock must give 
way and the door crash open. But still 


I sat, applying the sponge with trem- 
bling fingers to Mr. Mason’s limp arm. 
I would not—could not—stir. “No 
matter what happens,” he had said. 

Suddenly the commotion stopped 
and there was a heavy thud as if the 
creature had fallen, exhausted. After 
that, silence, utter and complete. 


D AWN was filling in the narrow win- 

dows of the room with gray when 
Mr. Rochester returned. With him he 
had a man who waved me aside and 
lifted Mr. Mason’s head, passing a 
bottle of aromatic salts under his nos- 
trils. I stood and watched, feeling bat- 
tered and sore and terribly weary. 
After a moment Mr. Mason’s eyes 
opened slowly. (Continued on page 93) 
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Cool, calm and collected facts about six 
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; ait coal ly began, says Sarbara Slanwyck, 

* “when I was chosen to make a speech at a banquet in 
grammar school. I was frightened stiff at the thought, 
but I was determined to do it and rehearsed like mad for 
days and days. When the big evening came and my 
name was called, I rose, swallowed several times and 
finally muttered, ‘Silence is golden.’ It was all I could 
think of. I sat down, amid a thick hush. 

“T have worked ever since to try to overcome that shy- 
ness that has dogged me for years. 

“It was when I agreed to go on a Bond-selling tour not 
long ago that something happened to me. When I got 
up the first time to talk about Bonds all the rehearsed 
words and sentences left me. Suddenly it seemed to me 
that what I had to say was too important for parrot 
phrases. I haven’t the faintest notion of what I said. 
But whatever it was, it seemed to sell Bonds. 

“And I realized that if you have something to say and 
you really want to say it you forget about yourself!” 


“ot wads New Year's r says a es Morgan. 


“I'd got a job singing, just for the evening, in a cheap little Chicago 
night club. A few minutes before midnight the band swung 
into its ‘hottest numbers’ and I prepared to give and give. I don’t 
know why I hadn’t anticipated it, but I hadn’t. The customers 
were nearly all drunk and they began.to heckle me. What I 
wanted to do most was to climb down from the platform and 
paste a lot of customers right in the nose. But the manager, an 
anxious little chap, kept whispering to me from the wings. ‘Think 
nothing of it!’ he urged. ‘Let it roll off you. Remember you're 
an artist!’ 

“I thought about the check I was to-receive and I let it roll 
off me. 

“Later on, when I came to Hollywood, I took an awful pushing- 
around. But I kept remembering the lesson of that night: ‘Let it 
roll off you. Remember... you’re an artist!’ It helped. 

“I don’t think that anybody’s criticism, anybody’s heckling, could 
defeat me now.” 


‘ov learned,” says Joan Leslie, “that I must 


be allowed to make my own mistakes. When you are new 
in a picture job or any other job, there are dozens of nice 
people who want to tell you how to get along. 

“On my first film job I listened to those people. The advice 
went something like this. Someone said, ‘You must be 
nice to everyone, right down to the lowliest messenger 

-e boy.’ And five minutes later someone else said, “You 
nat must learn to be aloof. You have a position to maintain.’ 
Es ee “This sort of thing went on and on, until suddenly it 
t *@ Wt ae 
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I made a serious mistake, then I must take the conse- 
quences and profit by it. 

“I don’t think you really learn anything from an ex- 
perience which isn’t your own. Your own bruises and 
triumphs mean something to you. The bruises and tri- 
umphs of your Uncle Joe or your Aunt Emma sound like 
something you’ve read. Maybe, after you’ve experienced 
some of those things, you can apply other people’s ex- 
periences to your own. But, at first, you just have to 
make your own mistakes!” 


dawned on me that I must decide things for myself. If 
Wavy 





NEVER FORGET — 


stars’ most crucial moments 








“ ” s 
—or some tedson says Sda Lupino, “I used 


to imagine that people were always talking about me. 











































- “Then, one evening, my mother and I were at the 
t, Brown Derby. Opposite us was a group of people, heads 
wad together. I kept saying ‘I know they’re talking about me.’ 
y “Presently a friend of ours joined that other group, 
- talked with them a few moments and then came to speak 
d to us. ‘They’d like to meet you,’ he said, brightly. 
“I was so pleased to know that they thought I was 
wg attractive that I welcomed the chance to meet them. But 
my real ‘come-uppance’ came when the most romantic- 
t looking man said, suddenly, ‘What do you think of the 
rt Dodgers’ chances this year?’ 
d “It dawned on me that no one had really been discussing 
r me. I swung into focus and got a perspective on myself. 
rt What I’d thought was an inferiority feeling had really 
. been exaggerated ego! I wasn’t as important as Id 
thought!” 
d 
“ ” SS 
a learned shoul money, says ana Py en 
= “when, friendless and alone, I cracked that last ten-dollar bill 
in New York. 
= “Td never had much of the stuff for my own. And when I 
inherited an amount which was slightly over a thousand dollars, 
: I took off instantly for New York. Suddenly I found myself with 
F nine dollars and fifty cents of my last ten dollars. No job. No 
prospect of a job. No friends. 
: “T hope I shall never feel as lost, as alone, as helpless, again. 
“Well, as you all probably know by now, I hitchhiked to Holly- 
. wood. It wasn’t a pleasant experience. After I got here it was 
1 years before I had my break. That wasn’t pleasant, either. Some 
of that thousand dollars would have eased those bumps. 
' “It will never happen to me again. Whenever I earn a dollar, 
2 part of it goes into War Bonds. When I get change for a 
t five-dollar bill, I automatically tuck a little of it in a separate 
i pocket for Future Use. It’s-a complex now, but it’s a useful one.” 
t ots an actress, says me ausith, “you meet 
dozens of dozens of people during an average day. But 
d you never have time, actually, to get to know people. 


“So, when people I had admired turned out not to be 
worthy of it, I was hurt and disappointed. 

“One evening, when I was smarting under a special per- 
sonal disappointment, I went to a dinner party. I found 
myself sitting next to a friendly and interesting man and 
presently I found myself telling him all about my latest 
and most bruising experience. He smiled, with under- 
standing. Then he said something very important. 

“*You must learn to give your hand to many—your heart 
to only a few.’ 

“It didn’t mean anything much to me as he said it. But 
I kept thinking about it afterward. I translated it for 
myself. ‘Be friendly to everyone. Save your real heart 
for your nearest and dearest. ‘Don’t squander your real 
emotions.’ 

“It was months before I learned that my dinner partner 
had been Dr. Bert Frohman, one of Hollywood’s foremost 
| : psychoanalysts. He taught me much that night!” 
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Cue to any woman 


ADMIT I’m in love with Sidney Luft 

and he admits he’s in love with me 

—but that’s as far as the story goes 
yet. You see, I won’t be free to con- 
sider marriage until next November 
. . . SO our love story isn’t finished 
at all! : 

But if you want to hear an unfinished 
love story, here it is: 

I suppose it’s not very original, but 
I always seem to identify what hap- 
pens to me in life with songs. And the 
song I identify with meeting Sid for 
the first time goes something like this: 


“When you're at the bottom look- 
ing up at the top— 

There’s ne place to go but up! 

Can’t go this way, can’t go that 
way— 

Can’t go sideway, can’t go back 
way— 

There’s no place to go but up!” 


The point is, I was at the bottom 
emotionally. I had just ended my mar- 
riage—and this always leaves a woman 
lost and unhappy, no matter how in- 
evitable the separation is. 

So that was why my friends were 
trying to find someone who’d make 
me laugh again. They came up with a 
big assortment of laugh-makers, but 
most of them left me gloomier than 
ever—until the Bill Goodwins remem- 
bered they knew a crazy flyer named 
Sid Luft. Mrs. Goodwin phoned me 
about it the minute they thought of 
him. “Come to dinner tomorrow night, 
and we’ll have him here,” said she. 

Well, I came to dinner. But he didn’t 
—not for two hours. We waited din- 
ner all that time, while I sat tapping 
my feet (in specially bought new 
shoes) and built up a grudge against 
anyone who’d inconvenience three peo- 
ple as much as that. I had just decided 
to deliver a speech on this impossibly 
rude flyer and then go home—when the 
doorbell rang, then the door opened 
without waiting for a Goodwin to open 
it and in he came. 

The only way I can describe it is to 
say that when he entered that room it 
was suddenly full of gaiety and laugh- 
ter. He had so much vitality that he 
didn’t seem to walk in, he sprang in 
six feet worth of magnetism and nois« 
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Treat it in this intriguingly different manner 
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facing a romantic situation: 


and fun. He has_wavy brown hair and 
a big grin and dark brown eyes, but 
I didn’t notice that for a good hour. All 
I noticed was the racket he made, ex- 
plaining how he’d been testing a plane 
out at Douglas where he works and 
that’s why he’d been delayed. And then 
suddenly we were all through dinner 
and I realized I’d hardly tasted my very 


fancy steak—because I’d been laughing 
so much, for the first time in months! 


LEFT the next day for a three-weeks 

Bond tour with Ronald Colman. But 
all those hectic three weeks while we 
were dashing to make five shows a day 
every once in a while I’d think of that 
absurd Sid and I’d chuckle to myself. 
And it seemed just right, as I was turn- 
ing the key in my apartment door at 
the finish of the tour, to hear the phone 
ringing inside—and when I got to it, to 
hear Sid at the other end of the wire. 

We’ve been with each other as much 
as possible since then. We have dinner 
at my home or at a quiet restaurant 
like the Cock ’n’ Bull or Mrs. Weiss’s. 
Saturday night is the Big Night Out to 
us the way it is to the rest of America 
these days—then we really get dolled 
up and take in Ciro’s, the Mocambo, 
The Players. But wherever we are, 
I'm the straight woman of the act, 
Sid is the comic—and I am laughing 
and laughing. 

Sometimes, of course, I stop laugh- 
ing. In the nine months we’ve known 
each other we’ve had some adventures 
that never happen to other people in a 
lifetime. For instance, there was the 
time I went East to the President’s 
Birthday Ball and, incidentally, to the 
New York opening of “China Girl.” 
Sid saw me down to the station, smoth- 
ered me with orchids and candy and 
was waving insanely when the train 
pulled out. I watched him as long as 
1 could from the back platform and 
then went inside feeling that he was 
as safely and securely a part of my life 
as the earth is. That is, until two days 
later when I got to Chicago. I was 
stopping over to lunch with some 
friends, among them Mrs. Mack Gor- 
don, the songwriter’s wife, who was to 
travel East with me. 

I should have known something was 
up by the way they stopped talking 


































The man who's in love with Lynn Bari, seen with her at The 
Players: Flyer Sid Luft, six feet of magnetism and gay fun 


when I reached their table in the 
Pump Room. They all looked strained 
and unhappy and every now and then 
during lunch they’d lapse into a 
worried silence. But I didn’t put two 
and two together (to spell “Some- 
thing’s happened to Sid”) until a waiter 
came up and said, “Miss Bari, there’s a 
phone call from California for you—a 
Mr. Mack Gordon.” 

Then I really got scared. Why would 
he be calling me instead of his wife, 
who was sitting right next to me? I 
got up and grabbed the phone and he 
told me... Sid had crashed the day 
before on his way to Palm Springs, 
testing a plane. He was in the Santa 
Monica Hospital now and he was very 
seriously burned. 

Well, I hung up so fast Mack was 
still trying to finish a sentence and I 
put in a call for the Santa Monica Hos- 
pital. My knees wouldn’t hold me and 
by the time I heard Sid’s voice I was 





almost reeling. But I heard him say 
“Hello” faintly and once he heard my 
voice, his own got just as strong and 
vigorous as ever. (Later I found out 
what an effort it was for him to pro- 
duce that voice—he was on the edge of 
dying.) Anyway, he convinced me that 
he was healthier than he’d ever been 
in his life and I was simple enough to 
believe him. So I continued my trip 

. meanwhile running up phone bills 
to Santa Monica that must have made 
Mr. Bell Telephone Company rub his 
hands with pleasure. 


HREE weeks later I flew home and I 

went right from the airport to the 
hospital. Ill never forget the shock of 
walking into his room. 

What was in that bed wasn’t Sid at 
all. His face, arms and legs were com- 
pletely covered with the sulfa drugs 
they use to cure burns nowadays. with 
no bandages. (Continued on page 102) 
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FIVE FOOT TWO, EYES OF BLUE: 


When Ray McDonald began tapping his way to fame 
in M-G-M's pictures, he kept assuring people he had a 
sister Grace. Who cared? Apparently no one but 
Universal Studios, who signed Ray's delectable little sis 
to a contract and discovered they had not only a danc- 
ing honey on their hands but a genuine little actress who 
climbed up through such pictures as "What's Cookin'?," 
"Strictly In The Groove" and "It Ain't Hay" to a 
second lead in episode two of Charles Boyer's picture 
“For All We Know." Now it seems people all over the 
country care about Gracie and especially the thousands 
of soldier boys whom she visits in various camps during 
every spare minute away from her work. A medal to 
match her very blue eyes should be given to Gracie for 
her endless forts to entertain our uniformed lads. 

Born in Boston, Gracie decided, when just eight years 
old, to be a somebody and began pascal in so many 
ballet, voice and drama lessons her family felt like a 
continual vaudeville audience. Then tragedy struck. 
At eleven Gracie was stricken with rheumatic fever and 
lay abed a year. Her heartbreaking attempts to take 
up her dancing sent her back to bed for still another 
year. Brother Ray guided her slowly back to health 
with gradual exercises and at fourteen the pair were 
the sensation of New York night clubs and vaudeville 
shows. A good part in the musical "One For The 
Money" brought on her Hollywood contract. 

Gracie’s an old-fashioned girl. Her father, William 
McDonnell (her real name), is a government movie 
censor and mother is ao real homemaker. Gracie helps 
with the dishes, fixes up the house, makes a garden, 
listens to Dad's criticism of her work. Her voice is low 
and soft and her nose points due north—so cute she is, 
so little, so—well, that's why she's a Who's News-er. 


SIX FOOT TWO, EYES OF BROWN: 


When the picture “The Moon Is Down" was previewed in Holly- 
wood, the town knew a star was rising. He was German Peter Van 
Eyck (pronounced Ike), playing the role of the confused Nazi who 
sought love and found death with Dorris Bowdon. 

Born in Berlin, he saw, as a lad, the insidious rising of the Nazi 
cobra, and fled. For five years he lived between Paris and London, 
writing his songs and stage-managing plays. In 1935 he visited 
New York, met lovely Ruth Ford, the actress, and returned in two 
years to marry her. He wrote songs and plugged them for several 
New York music publishers. He took a job at "Newsweek," tried 
summer stock with his wife and then came to Los Angeles to take 
the only job he could find—driving a furniture truck. He climbed 
down off that truck to take his “Moon Is Down" role, go on to 
Paramount's "Five Graves To Cairo" as another Nazi and then sign 
a Twentieth Century-Fox contract. 

He's mad for Shelly, his two-and-a-half-year-old daughter, has 
his American citizenship papers, is natural, has a funry haircut, is 
restless in body and mind, likes to keep moving, has brown eyes, a 
mere suggestion of a dimple, stands way up about six foot two, 
shops for furniture at Sears Roebuck for the Hollywood cottage in 


which he, Ruth and baby live. You'd like him. 





































A new-and-different way to get to know those new-and-different Hollywood headliners 


THE GIRL BEHIND THE VOICE: 


She could dance but she couldn't sing. In the chorus of the 
Cotton Club she danced so well orchestra leader Noble Sissle 
signed her to dance with his orchestra and sing a few ditties not 
too well. Then Lena Horne, tall, slender Negro, got married, moved 
to Pittsburgh, had a baby girl and three years later, single again, 
was back in New York needing a job. Singing with Charlie Barnet's 
band was her chance. That was the discovery of those rich contralto- 
blue tones that sent her zooming to New York's famous Cafe Society 
Club, the Blackbirds Review of 1941, the Savoy-Plaza and movies, 
where she toured from “Panama Hattie," "Cabin In The Sky,” 
"Right About Face," "Private Miss Jones" on to "Stormy Weather." 

Lena doesn't know how she came by her newly se voice. She 
knows only that it won her one of the Newspaper Guild's awards 
for the year's best achievement in music circles (among others), 
got her a contract at M-G-M studios, sent her up to San Francisco 
to christen the George Washington Carver ship, has given her a 
hilltop cottage where she lives with little Gail, now five. 

Reads? She reads everything, makes phonograph albums, 
gathers with her musical friends, has a squarish face, slightly pug 
nose that's cute and a dozen or so freckles scattered here and yon. 
She spent most of her little-girl days in Brooklyn, though a separa- 
tion in the family sent her for a while to live with an uncle, dean of 
a school in Georgia. For all of Brooklyn, she never says "soitoinly" 
or “dem bums.” 


BY SARA HAMILTON 


PIXIE: 


When Ginger Rogers married Nazi Walter Slezak in 
“Once Upon A Honeymoon," a new type came to the 
screen. Walter has a cherub's face, an easy manner. 
His Viennese accent is slight, but his waistline isn't. 
He's smooth and twinkly and the best farmer in Bucks 
County, Pa. He'll have none of that phony artiste farm- 
ing colony. Walter, when not in pictures, is up at six, 
plows, rakes, feeds hogs, milks cows and rides his trac- 
tor, bouncing like a bowl of jello, all over Pennsylvania. 
His farm pays. It had gosh-darn better! 

Walter grew up in a theatrical atmosphere in Vienna, 
where he was born May 3, 1902. His father, a well- 
known tenor, was a popular figure at the Metropolitan. 
Walter worked at banking in Vienna until Mike Curtiz, 
then a director at U. F. A., talked him into acting. 
After three years of silent films in Austria, he came to 
the New York stage. Director Leo McCarey kept talk- 
ing to Walter about our movies and finally when "Once. 
Upon A Honeymoon" came along Walter accepted 
the role. 

He gave Charles Laughton a run for his money as 
another Nazi in “This Land Is Mine" and went on to 
play an old “rephellion” in "The Fallen Sparrow." In 
1935 he became an American citizen. He's a bachelor, 
stands six feet two, loves food, has a constant good 
humor and wishes he didn't have to play Nazis. Oh 
yes, he names his farm animals after dina stars. 
You'd die if you knew the name of his biggest cow. 











IKE skinning cats, there are many 

ways to Fame and Fortune. 

Some moil, others toil. Some 
pray, while others play. Some scheme, 
others dreams. Some huff, while others 
puff. James Craig, the likeliest re- 
placement for Clark Gable in sight, did 
none of these. What he did do was to 
serve notice on Fame and Fortune that 
he was coming through and that he 
wanted no trouble. The issue was 
never in doubt. Thoroughly cowed— 
bullied, you might say—the two F’s 
prudently stepped aside. And that was 
all there was to it. 

In slow motion it makes pretty inter- 
esting (and almost incredible) watch- 
ing. 

The time is 1936, the season is sum- 
mer, the place is a flagstop in East 
Texas, and the man, one James Meador, 
late of the Rice Institute football team 
and now a traveling trouble-shooter for 
General Motors, is out of sorts. He has 
seen every movie in town at least once 
and there is nothing to do in town but 
pick up a babe and take her to a movie 
he has already seen—either that or just 
sit up in his hotel room wondering 
how come Hollywood was running out 
of good pictures. One thought leads to 
another which, in turn, leads to an in- 
spiration. Maybe Hollywood was run- 
ning out of good actors. Come to think 
of it, the industry wasn’t exactly over- 
crowded with male talent. Let’s see. 
There was Gable, Tracy ... But where 
did you go from there? The $64 ques- 
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tion got a $64 answer: “Jim Meador. 

“He was so elated with his answer to 
the riddle of the Hollywood bottleneck 
that he talked his boss into pushing his 
vacation up a couple of weeks, ordered 
his first tailor-made suit (an eighty- 


five-dollar job), tossed a Gladstone 
bag into his yellow roadster and took 
off for Hollywood. 

Three days later he pulled up in 
front of the studio, parked the yellow 
job and strolled up to the front gate. 
A studio cop moseyed over and asked 
him his business. Jim told him: He 
had stopped by to look up an old Texas 
pal, Oliver Hinsdell. The studio cop 
duly relayed the message and a few 
moments later Mr. Hinsdell’s assistant 
appeared at the gate. 

“Mr. Hinsdell is out of town,” the 
assistant said cheerily, “but a friend of 
Mr. Hinsdell’s is a friend of mine. Come 
on in.” And he led the way past the 
gendarme into a large cool office. 


The first thing Jim did was to make a 
clean breast of it: He didn’t know Hins- 
dell from Houdini. Next, he clapped 
those big hams of his on the assistant’s 
shoulders. 

“Take a look at me,” he thundered, 
“and tell me whether or not I’m right 
for pictures.” His poise recovered, Mr. 
Hinsdell’s assistant said his say. “If 
you’ve got a job back in Texas, for the 
love of Pete fly away home. The Little 
Theater is always a good bet if you’re 
really serious. And you might start 
taking diction lessons—lots of them.” 

They were shaking hands when the 
assistant added a postcript. 

“Oh, yes, it wouldn’t do any harm to 
send Mr. Hinsdell a few photographs 
of yourself.” 

Whereupon, “Big Jim” returned to 
Houston—to dramatic lessons and the 
Little Theater. 

One day, six months later, he listened 
to a playback of himself doing the 
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“Gettysburg Address,” beamed in- 
side, called up his diction teacher 
and announced that as of that 
moment he had graduated. Then 
he went out and had some photo- 
graphs taken and shipped them 
to Oliver Hinsdell. 

A month later he was in Holly- 
wood, talking on the phone to 
Hinsdell and being invited to 
“Put on your best store-boughten 
clothes and get over here right 
away.” The gods were on Jim’s 
side. That very minute, as it hap- 
pened, Adolph Zukor, president 
of Paramount, and Ted Lesser, in 
charge of talent, were interview- 
ing potential new players. 

The Messrs. Zukor and Lesser 
looked Jim over, somewhat 
aghast. 

“What have you done?” Lesser 
got around to asking. 

“Here. You can see my scrap- 
book,” Jim said, whipping out the 
battered account of his triumph 
in the Houston Little Theater as 
Boze in “Petrified Forest.” 

The Messrs. Zukor and Lesser 
roared. Lesser came up with a 
proposition. 

“Supposing you put in six 
weeks studying with Hinsdell, at 
the end of which time we'll give 
you a screen test. If you’re any good, 
we'll give you a contract. Okay?” 

Jim took a deep breath. 

“T’m a guy with a job which I don’t 
propose to toss over for any deal like 
that. I’m ready to play ball. Ill study 
and improve myself—if I get a contract. 
Otherwise, I’ll try the other studios.” 

Three days later the contract was 
signed. 


| iF at Paramount proving a bore 
and a blight, Jim handed them back 
their contract and took off for New 
York to acquire experience. 

He arrived in town as James Craig 
(he got the idea from the play “Craig’s 
Wife”) and, new name and all, started 
calling on the trade. In two shakes he 
had landed a flashy part in “Missouri 
Legend.” And who should come back- 
stage opening night but Harry Cohn, 
president of Columbia Pictures, to offer 
him a fat role in what turned out 
to be a lean epic called “North of 
Shanghai.” 

“North Of Shanghai” was good 
enough to prompt Universal to offer 
“Big Jim” a term contract. He was 
stymied cold, thanks to a series of 
stinkers. The casting director, after 
glimpsing him in action, told Jim 
bluntly that he was a hopeless case, as 
follows: 

“Your voice is too high, your neck is 
too thick, you deport yourself like a 
prize-fighter and, incidentally, you 
can’t act.” 

But there was one man in Hollywood 
(besides “Big Jim”) who believed in 
“Big Jim.” His name was Harold Rose, 
aide-de-camp of agent Myron Selznick. 
When Sam Wood happened to mention 
that he was casting about for someone 
to play the young intern in RKO’s 
“Kitty Foyle,” it was inevitable that 
Rose should shriek: “Cease firing. 





The Craig back-to-the-soil work is 
now carried on at his Valley ranch 


James Craig is your man.” And James 
Craig was. A week later RKO took 
over his contract from Universal. 

A half-dozen pictures, paced by 
“Kitty Foyle,” and Craig was in. At 
which point M-G-M forked over the 
necessary lettuce and Citizen Craig 
moved over to Culver City. 

At close quarters, “Big Jim” Craig is 
a breezy party who is always either 
smiling, chuckling or roaring with 
laughter, probably over how he pulled 
a fast one on Fame and Fortune. He 
looks as much like an actor as does 
the Archbishop of Canterbury and he’s 
glad of it. 

“First, last and always I’m a human 
being,” he says. “Acting is what I hap- 
pen to be doing for a living at the mo- 
ment.” 

What he has reference to, no doubt, 
is the long string of jobs he held be- 
tween the time he quit Rice and the 
time he got that fancy connection at 
$250 per month with General Motors, 
among them oilfield roughneck, race- 
track attendant, truck driver, haber- 
dashery salesman and lots more that 
take him back to his days.as a student 
at Austin P. Normal Junior College in 
Tennessee, days when he was burning 
to become a great surgeon. He doesn’t 
regret leaving his native Tennessee, 
where his father was a contractor, to 
go to Texas. Not on your life. 

Texas is Jim’s idéa of paradise. He 
talks Texas. He dreams of Texas. He 
longs for Texas. In fact, the only thing 
he holds against his wife is the fact 
that she didn’t come from Texas. 

Where he did meet his beautiful 
wife, nee Mary Ray and the daughter 
of a high Navy man, was on a visit to 





the Selznick lot where he was 
tested a dozen times for the part 
of Rhett Butler. 

He knew the Ray lady was for 
him—if she would have him— 
the minute he held her in his 
arms, as called for in the script. 
It took six months of violent 
courting, but come the April 
dandelions (1938) they were 
married. And a year or so later 
the Craig scion, James Meador, 
Jr., dubbed “Bub,” arrived on 
the scene. 

Never was father more doting, 
never was sire more proud. Bub 
had hardly turned two when 
“Big Jim” decided to take a per- 
sonal hand in his education. He 
came home one night with a book 
on Texas heroes and began lim- 
ning aloud for young Bub the 
glories of Davy Crockett, “Big 
Foot” Wallace, James Bowie and 
the rest of the Lone Star im- 
mortals. 

After Bub had fallen asleep 
Mrs. Craig wondered, tactfully, 
if two wasn’t a bit too previous 
for gory recitals of war, and 
work, and woe. 

“You don’t want him to grow 
up to be a pantywaist, do you?” 
Jim came back. 

Bub’s chances of becoming a panty- 
waist are just about negligible. 

In his not-too-strenuous days as a 
Rice football hero, Jim picked up a 
nice golf game which he transported 
to Hollywood. It’s scrapped now, 
along with his other ex-hobbies, such 
as swimming, tennis and gin rummy. 
His current obsession is farming 
which he perpetrates as hobby, exer- 
cise and business venture on a two- 
acre “ranch” pitched on a hill in the 
San Fernando Valley. 

He can’t sing well, but he does. He 
can dance well, but he doesn’t. Ram- 
bunctious, he can subside like a spent 
gale when necessary; gabby, he’s won- 
derfully silent in the presence of talk- 
ers with something to say. Tough as a 
boot, he is slow to anger, happy-go- 
lucky and a bit sentimental. Direct in 
speech, he can quote Shelley, Keats and 
Wordsworth by the yard. He wishes he 
were, variously, a poet, piano player 
and bacteriologist. 

He goes in for friends. For laughs, 
give him his agent, William Rose, cur- 
rently absent from his tenpercenting 
and concentrating on “selling” the 
Four Freedoms—in uniform, of course. 
For philosophy and inspired talk, he’ll 
settle for Director George Stevens. For 
roistering, he’d just as soon have Vic- 
tor Mature as anybody—when Vic’s 
around. Interestingly enough, his big- 
brother friendship with the Hunk’s 
ex-betrothed, Rita Hayworth, is also 
of long standing, dating way back to 
the time when he was James Meador 
and she Rita Cansino. 


About his career he talks little, 
dreams much. Mostly his immediate 
objective is to snag an Academy Award. 
Chances are he will do it. 

After that? 

Well, one world at a time. 

THE ENpD 
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Tip-off from a winner as 
to how to choose winning 
clothes. Says Miss Col- 
bert: "If you're short, 
don't go in for contrast- 
ing colors in suits; wear 
a light frill at the neck- 
line to draw the eye up; 
never overpower your- 
self with a large hat. 
Keep your suit-smartness 
evident by wearing only 
one piece of jewelry. 
If you're wearing white 
gloves, be sure they're 
always immaculate!’ 


Designed for the star 
of ''So Proudly We 
Hail”! A satin cocktail 
suit with bracelet-length 
sleeves. A huge bunch of 
white lilacs tied with a 
ribbon make her bonnet 
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From C.C.: "Be feminine 
in the evening; if your 
dress is a lacy “ye. don't 
overload it with jewelry. 
Wear your hair ely 
and don't have too fussy 
anornament init. Choose 
a black dress, if you like 
black (and it's smart) 
for evening, but be sure 
it is very feminine. Al- 
ways keep your clothes 
as well-groomed as 
you do yourself; an un- 
pressed dress or uneven 
hemline can ruin the 
romantic career of the 
prettiest girl in town." 


Miss Colbert's dinner 
dress: A new-type sheer- 
short with lace inserts 
on the bodice and cas- 
cading down the skirt. 
Her clip is of diamonds 








@ ANYWHERE time you look at this, it will 

look like a suit. It's a two-piecer of spun rayon 
with matching trick little buttons making an eye- 
catching pattern all over the jacket and with crisp 
piqué at the neck to give a white-collar note 


Dress: In gray or brown. About $8.95. 

Sizes 9-15. 

Hat: Bumper beret with large pins and soft veiling. In all 
fall colors. About $6.95. 





To the Chinese go the plaudits for 

this suit of Elizabeth's that's getting 
a star looking-over from Paulette God- 
dard of "So Proudly We Hail." The 
checked jacket has braid to match the 
skirt and fastens with Chinese red and 
gold pins thot are fall style-setters 


Suit: Black and white check with black skirt, 
red and green check with green skirt, beige 
and brown check with brown skirt. About 
$10.95. Sizes 9-15. 

Hat: Bumper beret of Tish-u-felt. In all fall 
colors. About $6.95. Size 22 fits all heads. 
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Mark it up as a date—to go buy these 


reads. starmaker finds worn by Elizabeth 


eee 


Dailey, endorsed ~ Paulette Goddard 
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€) Here's a sweater with a smart dis- 

guise—it achieves that expensive 
hand-made look by being just hand- 
sewn in the ieeidneaes cable stitch 


















Sweater: Scarlet, white, pink, blue, maize, 
Miami tan, glass green, navy, lilac. About 
$5.50. Small, medium or large. Also with long 
sleeves. 

Skirt: All wool plaid combining green or brown 
with red. About $6.50. Sizes 12-18. 
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Take a gander at this game, then call yourself 


1. She is known as Metro's glorified Mrs. because: 
A. She is so happily married. 
B. She has played so many married roles. 
C. She has succeeded Myrna Loy in the role 
of the perfect wife. in the "Thin Man" series. 
2. The name of her ex-mate is: 
A. Benny Thau. 
B. Edward Alec Abbott Snelson. 
C. George Montgomery. 
Her name is- 





|. Her first motion picture sounded as if it dealt with 
animals, but they were animals in human form. Its 
title was: 
A. "The Gorilla Man.” 
B. “The Cat People” 
C. "The Little Foxes.” 
2. The man whose heart she has captured in real life is: 
A. Vaughn Paul. 
B. Elmer Rice. 
C. Niven Busch. 


Her name is 





. His wife won his heart with: 
A. Apple pie. 
B. Lemon pie. 
C. Strawberry shortcake. 


a goose if you can't name the glassed-in stars! 


O score yourself on this test, first see if you can identify 
T the photographs. Then, under each photograph, you will find 

two statements about the star with three answers, one of which 
is correct. Write down the number of the statement and the letter 
of the answer you think is correct, then fill in the name of the star 
in the space allotted. The answers are on page 90. 


1.. The place of his birth should remind you of: 
A. Beer. 
B. Automobiles. 
C. Hats. 
2. He once told Katharine Hepburn that: 
A. He could easily out-act her. 
B. She was too snooty for Hollywood. 
C. He would cut her down to his size. 
His name is 





- As an honorary chief in the Yakima Indian tribe, 


he is known as: 
A. King Cowboy. 
B. Chief Good Voice. 
C. White Wise Man. 


His name is 
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| MY SKILLET’S best friend 

Se is Mazola... it fries 
0 pn food so deliciously, di- 
gestibly, economically. 
[ save precious butter 
for table use. 


a 












MY BISCUITS seem to have wings 
—they’re so light when I use 
Mazola for shortening. 


FRESH SALAD DRESSINGS are so 
quickly and easily prepared 
with Mazola wouldn't 
THINK of serving any other 
kind. 

































Mazola now comes to you ina 
crystal clear bottle, enclosed in 
a sealed carton. This carton safe- 
guards the quality and golden 
goodness of Mazola against light, 
which often affects salad oils. 





MAZOLA SERVES AND SAVES 3 WAYS 


RESSED from the hearts of full 
| rea corn kernels, Mazola is 
America’s finest vegetable oil. It 
contains no animal fat, no air or 
water. Mazola is all food value. 





For all frying, Mazola heats quickly 
without smoking or sputtering. It sears 
over foods, seals in their rich natural 
juices. After frying, strain Mazola and 





Fish fried in Mazola 
browns delectably, 
tastes delicious and 
is rich in protein and other 
nutrients. Serve Mazola- 
fried fish often. It stretches 
your food budget—helps to 
save ration points. 


use it again. 


For shortening, in cakes, pie crust, 
biscuits, Mazola is exceptional. As a 
liquid shortening, it is ready to use, 
needs no melting, and you can measure 
it accurately. In most recipes you can 
use 14 to 4 less Mazola than solid 





Other Fun-to-Fry Hints 


Eggplant cut in 44-inch strips 
dipped in egg and crumb mix 
ture, shallow-fried in Mazola 
.. Sliced green (or ripe) toma- 


shortenings—which saves both ration 
toes dipped in egg and crumb 


points and money. 


For all salads, Mazola makes deli- 
cious fresh dressings, adding both flavor 
and food value. Mazola is a pure 
vegetable oil and blends well with all 
other salad ingredients. That’s why 
Mazola dressings always taste better, 
and, of course, they cost less. 


mixture, sautéed in Mazola... 
summer squash cut in cubes 
and sautéed in Mazola.. 
scallions chopped with their 
tops, or thinly sliced onions, 
sautéed in Mazola ... sweet 
corn, cut from the cob, and 
chopped green pepper, sautéed 
in Mazola ... new cabbage, cut 
in quarters, smothered in a 
skillet with Mazola. 


To discover the ad- 
vantages of Mazola- 
for-shortening, try 
this simple recipe for de- 
licious muffins. 


Fluffy Mazola Muffins 


134 cups sifted flour 

1% cup Argo Corn Starch 

3 teaspoons baking powder 

'., teaspoon salt 

2 tablespoons sugar 

1 egg, well beaten 

1 cup milk 

% cup Mazola 
Sift together flour, corn starch, 
baking powder, salt and sugar 
into mixing bowl. Combine 
beaten egg with milk and 
Mazola. Add, all at once, to dry 
ingredients and stir just enough 
to dampen dry ingredients (the 
mixture will be lumpy). Fill 
muffin pans (which have been 
oiled with Mazola) % full. 
Bake in hot oven (400° F.) 25 
minutes, Makes 12 large or 18 
small muffins, 








Green salads are 

rich in vitamins 

and minerals, 
Freshly made Mazola dress- 
ings enhance their flavor 
and goodness, 


Mazola French Dressing 


% teaspoon salt 

\% teaspoon paprika 

% cup Mazola 

lg teaspoon pepper 

1 teaspoon sugar 

% cup vinegar 

\% teaspoon dry mustard 
Measure all ingredients into 
mixing bowl or glass jar. Beat 
with rotary beater or shake to 
mix thoroughly, Shake or beat 
just before serving. Makes 1 
cup dressing. 

Werlatione 

Spicy: Add 2 teaspoons grated 
onion, dash cayenne and 1% 
teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 
to above. 
Chiffonade: Add 1 chopped hard- 
boiled egg and 3 tablespoons 
each chopped beets and green 
pepper to above, 





MAX FACTOR HOLLYWOOD COLOR HARMONY MAKE-UP 
»..- FACE POWDER, ROUGE AND TRU-COLOR LIPSTICK 








THE TRUTH ABOUT 


The Stars Private Hearthreaks 








EARTBREAK knows no favorites. 
H It comes to all lands and all 

peoples. What is important is 
the courage with which we meet it. 
And because courage is as contagious 
as laughter, we can draw from the 
example of another the strength to 
fight our own battle. 

For this reason the big and little 
tragedies of the stars can mean a 
great deal to us. These are people we 
know, have seen; they are. not 
strangers or nebulous personalities. 
The heartbreak trails they have blazed 
and conquered we too can follow. 

When we speak of heartbreak in 
Hollywood, automatically the out- 
standing example that comes to mind 
is Clark Gable. Gable, who lost his 
beloved wife, best friend and mother- 
in law—the only mother he had ever 
known—in a plane crash on a Nevada 
mountaintop; Gable who went back 
to face the cameras he never wanted 
to see again in order to salvage the 
investment his studio had made in 
him; Gable who for six bitter months 
fought for his right to serve in the 
Army against studio, friends, even 
Washington itself; Gable who made 
the gruelling grade for his commis- 
sion only to be shunted into safe 
noncombat spots until he fought again 
to be sent overseas; now Captain Clark 
Gable of the American Air Force in 
Britain. 

All this you know. But there are 
other stories in Hollywood which you 
don’t know; for instance, the heart- 
break in Spencer Tracy’s life. 

It happened years ago when Spencer 
with Louise (his wife and one of the 
nicest women in the world) and baby 
were summer - vacationing between 






There came one 
of those violent thunderstorms that 


stage engagements. 


can tear the East apart. Louise was 
frightened by the sound and the fury 
directly above them. She ran to the 
baby’s bed with Spencer close behind. 

John lay there smiling up at them. 
Another crash tore through the heavy 
air of the room. 

The baby continued to smile. “He’s 
a brave little fellow,” Louise said, 
knowing in her heart that a small 
child has no civilized courage. 

Spencer leaned over the crib as a 
sword of lightning split the tree just 
outside the window. The tree fell and 
the world was filled with thunder. 
The baby did not cry. 

Louise and Spencer stared at each 


This is the way the famous have faced 
their secret troubles, threat of 


scandal, of family dishonor .. . 


other with blank eyes. Their baby 
was deaf. 
Spencer faces that tragedy every 


day. The boy is in his teens now and 
innumerable times Spencer has sac- 
rificed his personal happiness for him. 
There has been more than one divorce 
rumor concerning the Tracys. Spencer 
has stated that he and Louise will never 
divorce so long as John needs family 
security. And now the tragedy has 
brought forth great good. 

For in Los Angeles the John Tracy 
Clinic has recently been established. 
It is the only institution of its kind, 
for it is here that mothers of deaf 
children are taught how to train their 
children for useful lives as nearly 
normal as (Continued on page 90) 
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How would you advise Johanna H., 
a woman reader who is involved 


in such a terrifying crime? 


(What Should I Do? 


YOUR PROBLEMS ANSWERED BY BETTE DAVIS 


EAR MISS DAVIS: 
I am a girl of seventeen and I have a boy friend 
overseas whom I love very much. As I am Canadian, 
I wish to join the Air Force—I am eligible—but he won’t 
hear to it. He says he is fighting so we girls won’t have to. 
He also doesn’t think it is a girl’s place to join up and 
be put in uniform. 

He says that if I do join up, he will have nothing to do 
with me. Now, Miss Davis, I would like to know what 
you would do in my place: Join up and fight for the love 
of my country, or stay at home and wait for him to return, 
as he wishes. 





Carol D. 


Dear Miss D: 

If joining the Air Force is something that you sincerely 
want to do, if you honestly feel that it will contribute toward 
winning the war more quickly, you must do it. You have to 
live with yourself; you must behave in accordance with your 
convictions. 

As for your beau, he must realize how much we need every 
person to do what he can. The time has passed when women 
must simply sit at home and wait for a soldier’s return, without 
doing anything constructive. What would other allied nations 
have done if their women hadn’t contributed to the war effort 
as well as the men? 

It seems to me that you must do what you feel is right in 
this situation and in the long run I’m sure your beau will 
understand. 

Bette Davis. 


Dear Miss Davis: 

I’m sure you will be able to help me. My problem seems 
to be confronting many people. How does one overcome 
self-consciousness and stage fright? 

Someday I want to be a high-school music teacher and 
a radio singer. I am said to play the piano well and people 
say I have a very sweet coloratura voice. But when I play 
the piano at concerts, my legs give way and I shake to 
the marrow of my bones. I can’t get up in school: and 


make a simple five-minute 
developing a tremor. 
I do wish you could give me some firsthand information 
on how to overcome these embarrassing emotions. Thank you. 
Donna M. 


speech without my voice 


Dear Miss M: 

Stage fright is a very usual disease among performers. 
There is no complete cure for it. As a matter of fact, it turns 
out to be usually your friend and not your enemy. 

You will find, 'm sure, that as your technique improves and 
as you gain confidence in yourself as a performer, you will be 
able to control your nervousness so there will be no visible sign 
of it to your audience. The best way to improve your tech- 
nique is to study and to make as many appearances as possible 
before an audience. These two things will increase your con- 
fidence in yourself. 

But never wish to lose your stage fright completely. 
is what keeps you up to doing your best. Good luck! 

Bette Davis. 


That 


Dear Miss Davis: 

While sitting in my room on this lonely Sunday afternoon, 
I happened to pick up a Photoplay Magazine. I read an 
article where a mother was pleading for her child to 
have the proper training for a career. 

There seem to be many people who are asking for your 
help. I heartily disagree with them. I can well remember 
how I used to write to Hollywood people, pleading for 
their help. Now I can see how wrong I was because there 
are thousands of people asking for help and it is impossible 
for stars to render universal aid. 

Miss Davis, I am solving my own problem. Instead of 
waiting for someone to give me my chance I decided to 
work things out for myself. This is how: People have 
raved about my singing since I was fifteen years old. I 
graduated from high school at seventeen. I did not see 
a possible chance for continuing my education so I worked 
and paid for voice lessons, piano, dramatics and harmony. 

I am now twenty and have won (Continued on page 80) 








by CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN 
Head of the House of Tangee 





A recent portrait of 
Constance Luft Huhn 
by Maria de Kammerer 


For the first time in history woman-power is a factor 
in war. Millions of you are fighting and working side 
by side with your men. 

In fact, you are doing double duty—for you are still 
carrying on your traditional “woman’s” work of cook- 
ing, and cleaning, and home-making. Yet, somehow, 
American women are still the loveliest and most 
spirited in the world. The best dressed, the best in- 
formed, the best looking. 

It’s a reflection of the free democratic way of life 

ice that you have succeeded in keeping your femininity 
—even though you are doing man’s work! 









om If a symbol were needed of this fine, independent 

-_ spirit—of this courage and strength—I would choose 
a lipstick. It is one of those mysterious little essen- 
tials that have an importance far beyond their size 

rs. or cost. 

rns A woman’s lipstick is an instrument of personal 

F morale that helps her to conceal heartbreak or sor- 

titi . 2.9 

i row; gives her self-confidence when it’s badly needed; 

ign heightens her loveliness when she wants to look her 

ch- loveliest. 

ble No lipstick—ours or anyone else’s—will win the war. 

on- : 

But it symbolizes one of the reasons why we are fight- 
bet ing...the precious right of women to be feminine and 
lovely —under any circumstances, 

The Tangee Satin - Finish BEAUTY—zlory of woman... 
on, Lipstick of your choice will 
an keep your lips smoother... LIBERTY—zglory of nations... < 
longer! It will bring an ex- i> | 
to clusive grooming and a_ Protect them both... 2a 
deep glowing “life” to your q 
yur lips that defy both time 
er and weather. BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS 2 
for 
re 
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to 
ive 
I e 
ec Ss 
ed 
ry. 
0) 








79 








80 





Scene in the Davis den: The 
star discusses her answers to 
readers with Fredda Dudley 


a scholarship in music. My former 
voice teacher was so proud of me that 
she is buying all my books. I work off 
campus for my room and board. 

I may add that I am a Negro girl, 
so life is a little more difficult for me 
than for a white girl. I have written 
this letter because I wanted to ask if 
you don’t agree that a person who has 
will power and determination will win. 
Movie stars have had to struggle to get 
what they have today, so why can’t the 
ordinary, unknown person do the same? 

Willa Jean T. 


Dear Miss T: 

Thank you for your very charming let- 
ter. I certainly agree with you that a 
person with will power and determination 
usually gets what he wants; the life stories 
of most successful people will prove that 
they have had plenty of struggle along 
the way. As the old saying goes, God 
helps those who help themselves. 

Bette Davis. 


Dear Miss Davis: 

I am writing to ask your advice, 
being that you are modern and not a 
narrow-minded, prejudiced person. 

As there is a shortage of boys, my 
girl friends and I have been going to 
various dances and roller-skating rinks 
where we meet various types of service 
men, mainly sailors. 

Naturally, after the dance or skating 
party, we go out to eat with them and 
then they escort us home. My mother 
doesn’t mind because she knows I 
have always confided in her and 
wouldn’t do anything wrong. 

But the women on the block have 
been seeing me come home with them 
and have been talking. Some of my 
past friends say I should not do that, 
as sailors have a bad reputation and 
all that stuff. 


I say if a girl is good, then the 


; x 
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fellow behaves. Is this proper or should 

I, because of the neighbors, discontinue 

having them take me home? 
Madeleine J. 


Dear Miss J: 

I should think the days of being preju- 
diced against service men would have 
passed. 

I, through my work at the Canteen. 
have seldom come in contact with finer 
boys. The day of the “girl in every port” 
for a sailor has now become just a very 
stale joke. 

If you are a person who minds her own 
business, you have a right to expect the 
same attitude from others. Most cer- 
tainly you and your mother are the best 
possible judges of the way you are man- 
aging your lives. It is nobody’s business 
but yours. So don’t let yourself be upset 
by what is really only petty gossip. 

Bette Davis. 


Dear Miss Davis: 

I am a girl of nineteen, married, and 
have a two-year-old son. My husband 
is twenty-one; we have been married 
for three years and love each other 
very much, but our tastes are not 
just alike in all things. For instance, 
I am more settled than he. I like good 
clean fun, sports such as_ bowling, 
swimming and so forth. 

Although neither of us dances, he 
thinks we should learn so I suggested 
we learn to dance at home with some 
of our friends. He doesn’t think that 
would be fun, yet I don’t approve of 
“juke joints”—so we are out of agree- 
ment there. I think it would be better 
for us to stay at home since we have 
no one to care for our son. 

I think he should be more serious- 
minded and be thinking of saving 
money for the future. We have had 
two bitter quarrels and he thinks there 
is no happiness for us together, but I 
think there is. I’m fighting against a 
divorce because of the baby and our 
love for each other. He and the baby 
are crazy about each other. 

My parents want me to divorce him. 
Would you please tell me how I can 


make my husband happy and still 
remain decent in the eyes of our 
friends? 
Mrs. M. 
Dear Mrs. M: 
Although you were careful, in your 
letter, to reiterate how much you and 


your husband love each other, it may be 
perhaps that the love is more on your 
side than on that of your husband. You 
seem much more mature for your years 
than he does. 

There is one truth that all women have 
to face, it seems to me, and that is: There 
is nothing more heartbreaking than trying 
to force a man to pretend a love and loy- 
alty he no longer feels. If, however, you 
can honestly say to yourself that your 
husband still loves you, then anything you 
may do to preserve your marriage will 
be worth it. 

If not, the problem before you is prob- 
ably that of giving up gracefully and 
building a new life for yourself, but that 
is a decision that only you can make. 


Bette Davis. 


Dear Miss Davis: 

I would like some advice from you. 
I am in high school where I am called 
a better than average student. I am 
tall (five foot seven inches) and not 
so beautiful and I am just about always 
in the “doghouse.” 

Here is my trouble. I sing—my 
voice has been trained by my mother 
whe sang on the radio and by the 
best music teachers that can be had. I 
also act and (Continued on page 107) 





the property of the magazine. 





Bette Davis, a symbol in Hollywood for fair and candid judgment, 
will each month answer problems of Photoplay readers. Write to her 
in care of Photoplay, 8949 Sunset Boulevard, Hollywood, Los Angeles 
46, California, and if your situation seems to her to be a fitting one she 
will discuss it here. All names of writers are changed; all letters become 
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Guy with a Grin 


(Continued from page 44) You’ve your 
life before you.” 

“Where does she get that ‘die’ stuff,” he 
muttered to himself. Suddenly he sat up. 
“That’s just what she means,” he realized. 





It was a bit nerve-shaking, he explains, | 


chuckling, to realize in a flash, like that. 
He says he wouldn’t be surprised if he 
looked a bit paler that day when the doctor 
came around. 


RIGHT now he doesn’t look pale, by any 
means. He’s been out in the sun get- 
ting himself a red-gold burn that just 
about matches his hair. The latter isn’t 
touseled just now, either, for the operation 


made it necessary to give him a real old- | 
fashioned convict cut. It’s growing in faster | 
than Kentucky blue grass, Van’s relieved | 
to see, “thicker and better than ever.” | 


The faintest of faint scars, clear across 
the brow, is the only clue as to what he’s 
been through and it’s rapidly fading. 

A few days after he’d left the hospital, 
convalescing at the Wynns’ home, he was 
asked if the experience had changed at 
all his philosophy of life. 


He looked quite serious for a moment, | 


then smiled. 

“T can’t honestly say I really had one to 
change—but I think out of it all I've found 
one. Mostly, I think I’ve learned that we 


can never appreciate enough how wonder- | 
ful the good in life really is. We can | 


never savor too much each minute of liv- 
ing. Don't ever let yourself wait for to- 
morrow, I feel now. Make sure you live 
each day for itself.” 


He spoke of how wonderful Spencer | 
Tracy and Irene Dunne had been. They’d | 
both been at the hospital at the first pos- | 


sible moment. In the picture they’d all 
been working on together, “A Guy Named 


Joe,” there was the story of mutual affec- | 


tion and admiration and so it came to be in 
real life, too. 


“They were so swell,” Van tells, “bring- | 
ing books, and flowers, and fruit. So many | 


good things. Those were the wonderful 
things about it all—discovering how many 
real friends I have. Mr. Fleming, too.” 

That was Victor Fleming, director of the 
picture Van had been working in. He was 
at the hospital the day of Van’s operation 
and wouldn’t leave till it was successfully 
over. 


“Maybe the greatest thrill,’ Van relates, | 


in a soft voice, “was getting the notes and 
kind wishes from people I didn’t actually 
know. So many kindnesses from people 


around the studio, people I hadn’t imagined | 


were aware of, or concerned with, my exis- 


tence. Script girls, and typists, and mes- | 
sengers, people working around. Gosh! | 

“With all those wonderful things being | 
done for me, and so many swell friends, | 
it’s really not surprising I got well quick- | 


ly,” he insists. “I just had to. I couldn’t 
let them down and not hurry up.” 


HES hurrying up, all right. In fact, that | 
very afternoon, just a few days out of | 


the hospital, he’d been looking over auto- 
mobiles, planning to replace the wrecked 
car—as soon as he’s allowed to drive, that 
is, by his doctors. He’s definitely not to 


ride his pet motorcycle for some time yet, | 


either. One of the minor trials of con- | 


valescence at the Wynns is that he can | 


hear Keenan on his motorcycle, now and | 


then, putt-putting away for a solo spin 
over the back-canyon roads. 


Van’s enthusiasms for people are end- | 


less. You should hear him sing the 
praises of Gene Kelly and June Havoc, 
with whom he worked in “Pal Joey”! Or 
listen to him throw garlands of adjectives 
- —- one of his friends, Judy Gar- 
and! 


who's keeping a little cleaner and 
healthier with Fels-Naptha Soap. If so, 
you'll find it easier to be patient when 
you can't always get Fels-Naptha 
when you want it. We're doing all 

we can to keep your grocer supplied. 


FELS-NAPTHASOAP_banishes TattleTale Gray’ 


\ ‘ M. Perhaps you have a man in the Service 
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3ways 
to tell 


(FROM ANY OTHER 
TAMPON) 
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Only FIBS* of all tampons 
give you all three 





i 3 ¥ we lf | 
FIBS are “quilted” 5 


. . . for more comfort, greater safety in 
internal protection—that’s why, with 
Fibs, there’s no danger of cotton parti- 
cles clinging to delicate membranes. And 

uilting controls expansion . . . so Fibs 
don’t fluff up to an uncomfortable size 
which might cause pressure, irritation. 


sade 


rounded ends 


s.. smooth, gently tapered ends . . . for 
easy insertion! Unlike any leading tampon 
you’ve ever tried. Your own eyes tell 
you that Fibs must be easier to use! Just- 
right size: not too large, not too tiny. 


FIB 


++. a name you know, a tampon you can 
trust. Only brand made of Cellucotton* 
the soft, super absorbent used in Kotex 
and demanded by many famous hospitals! 
In Fibs, as in Kotex, there’s no ¢ 
compromise with quality. And only 20 
The Kotex Tampon for Internal Protection 


(*T, M. Reg. U. 8S. Pat. Of.) 











If you try real hard, though, you can 
get him to talk about himself as long as 
two or three minutes, with no more effort 
than you’d have reining in a team of wild 
zebras. 

What he’ll tell you, interspersing his re- 
marks with that broad small-boyish grin, 
is this: 

His first touch of theatrical interest had 
nothing to do with acting. He danced, or 
as he says, “jumped” around so much as 
a kid that his mother’s neighbors urged 
her to send him to dancing classes. He 
figures now they did it to keep him from 
climbing over their fences and up their 
fruit trees, but anyway he’s grateful. His 
mother took to the suggestion thankfully. 
After all, it kept him out of her hair for a 
few hours a week. Papa (who, as well 
as Van’s mother, was of Swedish descent) 
did not share the maternal point of view. 

“Dancing!” said Papa, with that just-bit- 
a-quince expression which was his opinion 
of the entertainment world, generally. 


|7 isn’t known definitely, but Van has a 
hunch that his father looked with a bit 
more favor on the neighborhood shows 
which brought crowds of young ticket- 
holders to the Johnsons’ back yard a few 
years later. 

“I danced, sang, kept order, pulled the 
curtain, sold tickets and collected for them. 
The customers never wanted to go home, 
so I guess they were amused. The shows 
were plenty naive, though.” 

Despite no particular encouragement at 
home, Van, during high-school days, found 
that his friends liked him to sing, once 
his adolescent baritone had settled down to 
being definitely baritone without a single 
Henry Aldrich squeak. As for Van, he 
liked to sing and dance so well he ap- 
peared for nothing at community enter- 
tainments even if he had to pay his own 
carfare. 

“I can only hope the audience enjoyed 
it half as much as I did,” he grins. “At least 
they never threw anything.” 

In high school, the only “subject” which 
ever distracted his interest from dramatics 
was football. He admits that his being on 
the team was the result, chiefly, of prompt- 
ings by certain feminine rooters. A course 
in stenography and bookkeeping, taken at 
his father’s insistence, ran a poor third. 
Van’s heart, to put it mildly, was not set 
on becoming a part of the family realty 
business. 

He tried it for a while after graduation, 
but before long he announced his deter- 
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beret: Martha O'Driscoll 
of Universal's ''Crazy 
House" in a fall outfit 
that's the sport uniform 
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mination to take a fling at Broadway. His 
father, warning him that Broadway would 
probably fling him right back, offered to 
finance him for one week! By the time 
unexpected incidental expenses had cut 
into his stake, Van arrived in New York to 
conquer Broadway with a grand total of 
five dollars. The very first agent into whose 
office he wandered got him a job. Three 
days later he was rehearsing in a tiny 
Bohemian theater called the Cherry Lane, 
in New York’s Greenwich Village. Not 
quite Broadway, but very close. 

“Think of it,’ Van explodes, “the first 
day! What a town! Only in New York 
do things happen like that. What a 
marvellous place. .. .” 

Van, it appears, is a New York fan. 

After that initiation came a summer at 
a hotel-theater in the Catskills, the Broad- 
way hits, “New Faces” and “Too Many 
Girls,’ and eventually “Pal Joey,” the 
smash role that got him his bid to Holly- 
wood. 


VAN's living quietly these days—per- 

force. As quietly, that is, as his dynam- 
ic force permits. Mornings, he and the 
Wynns’ tiny heir, two-year-old Neddie, 
take each other for a walk around the 
block, accompanied by the family pooch, 
Co-co. Afternoons—reading, sun-baths and 
correspondence. Evenings, an occasional 
early dinner date, or perhaps Van and the 
Wynns do their home-version readings of 
everything dramatic from Ibsen to “Fire- 
man, Save My Chee-ild!” 

You might wonder, incidentally, how 
such an engaging young man like Van has 
escaped those well-known arrows. 

“Hmm,” says Van, subdued for once, 
“there was a bit of romance with Diosa. 
But she sort of lived up to her name—the 
Latin bombshell. Cupid just kind of 
whizzed by like a skyrocket.” 

He thought, for a time, that June Havoc 
was the one girl, but somehow they 
couldn’t seem to take things seriously. 

“I really think I’d have been in love, if 
we hadn’t laughed so much.” A bit sheep- 
ishly, he adds, “Guess there’s such a thing 
as getting along too well.” 

So there he is, all added up—Van John- 
son whose warm smile endeared you to 
him in “Doctor Gillespie’s New Assistant,” 
whose buoyance and sensitivity, a rare 
combination, caught you in “The Human 
Comedy,” the kind of guy in “A Guy 
Named Joe” who will keep you remem- 
bering him always. 

THE END 
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My Wartime Morals 


(Continued from page 37) times, the bewil- 
derment of the early teens, the demands 
of careers and the joy of an ever-deepen- 
ing emotion. For years we always could 
be sure of the same quick response from 
each other. But when we came to our 
late teens it was different. Personality 
traits which had bound us together began 
receding. Personality traits which found 
us basically at variance—for the first time 
in our lives—began strengthening. Quite 
literally as Jackie and I grew up we also 
grew away from each other. 

Neither of us would admit this at first. 
Our love had been so sweet we couldn't 
bring ourselves to relinquish it. Actually, 
trying to hold on to what no longer 
existed, we lost for a little while the 
quiet affection which should remain for- 
ever for two who loved each other as 
we did. 

Because of Jackie I know that emo- 
tions change. And if the commonplace 
adventure of growing up can shift a 
deeply rooted emotion, surely the violent 
adventure of war not only can change a 
sudden war romance but is exceedingly 
likely to do so. I'll be suspicious, there- 
fore, of any romance that comes swiftly, 
as romances are likely to at this time. And 
should I find myself caught up in some- 
thing before I know it I'll keep away from 
solitary places where I might be tempted 
to yield to emotional duress. It’s so much 
better to warn yourself, “I shouldn’t do 
that,” than to be obliged to say later on, 
“TI wish I hadn’t done that.” 

It never makes sense to me when girls 
excuse something they have done by say- 
ing they were swept off their feet. We 
usually are responsible—to some extent, 
anyway—for the ardent moments. Usu- 
ally, by one feminine device or another, 
we ask for what we get. Boys aren’t likely 
to sweep us off our feet without encour- 
agement. 

I’m grateful for my religion, too. I hap- 
pen to be a Catholic, but I know it isn’t 
the form of religion that is important. It 
is just the simple business of believing in 
God and trying to do right in His eyes. 
It’s all right to make exceptions occasion- 
ally—for others, not yourself. All of this 
takes self-discipline which can be most 
uncomfortable when it’s in operation. 
However, the dividends of self-discipline 
are decidedly worth while. It makes you 
strong. And to be realistic—and this is 
the time for it—those who are strong al- 
ways have a better chance of finding hap- 
piness and holding on to it than the self- 
indulgent and weak. 


{7 WAS after Jackie and I faced the fact 
that it was over for us that I thought 
for a time I loved Tim Holt. 

I'd seen Tim around Hollywood for 
years. It wasn’t, however, until we worked 
together in “Hitler’s Children” that we 
really knew each other. Tim had sep- 
arated from his wife. He was sad over 
this, feeling lost, too, because his marriage 
meant a great deal to him. The Army had 


given him a stay until our picture was | 


completed and his uniform hung, waiting, 
in his closet. He was eager and emotional 
over this. I, no longer wrapped up in my 
love for Jackie or his love for me, was 
unhappy and lonely. Not only were Tim 
and I sorry for ourselves; we also were 
sorry for each other. I’ll never smile again 
—as you do at an old bromide—when I 
hear anyone say, “Sympathy is akin to 
love.” I found out! I know now this has 
been sold over and over because over 
and over it has been true. 

Tim and I came close to making a se- 
rious mistake. 















ANNE BAXTER AND 
DANA ANDREWS IN 

SAMUEL GOLDWYN'’'S 
“THE NORTH STAR” 
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“If you 
soys (Lune Planter 


“,..keep your hands endearingly 
soft.““ You risk unhappiness when you let 
little signs of roughness or chapping mar 
your hands. Why should you? You help 
keep your hands so lovably soft—so easily 
—by simple, regular care with Jergens 
Lotion. So pleasant—Jergens Lotion leaves 
no stickiness. Yet Jergens gives you spe- 
cialized hand care—almost professional. 


“a 


“This is the stars’ hand care,” says 
Anne. Of the Hollywood Stars, 7 times as 
many use Jergens Lotion as any other hand 
care. Two ingredients in Jergens have such 
a way of coaxing coarsened skin to friendly, 
youth-like smoothness that many doctors 
prescribe them. Anne Baxter uses Jergens. 
Be smart, too—use Jergens Lotion, 


JERGENS LOTION.zitt. 


83 





‘What do you do when powder “snags” on your nose and cheeks? 
How can you make your skin smoother in 60 seconds? 


What will make your face look clearer and lighter right away? 


Thi | 


_says CYNTHIA MSADOO 


charming and clever young New Yorker 
who is greatly in demand for debutante 
war-work committees. ‘The 1-Minute 
Mask with Pond'’s Vanishing Cream is 
my favorite beauty treatment when | 
want to look especially nice!”’ 


, 


When your face is cluttered with scaly, dead skin cells— 
When specks of imbedded dirt make your complexion 
look drab and unglamorous— 


Give yourself a 1-Minute Mask with Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream! Smooth a white mask of cream over your whole 
face—except eyes. Leave on one full minute. The cream’s 
“keratolytic” action efficiently loosens and dissolves 
stubborn roughnesses and dirt particles. Tissue off. 


Your complexion is “re-styled”! 
~- Feels gloriously softer... 
— Looks clearer and lighter eee 


— Thrills! Make-up goes on smooth-as-silk 


. clings serenely —for hours! 


M, foworite powder base, besides !" 


“Besides using Pond’s Vanishing Cream for a 
1-Minute Mask 3 or 4 times a week, I smooth 
it on lightly before every make-up,” says 
Cynthia McAdoo. “Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
has always been my favorite powder base 


? 


because it’s neither greasy nor drying! 








Our first date was a drive out to his 
ranch. When he stood at the ranch fence 
telling his horses good-by I wanted to put 
my arms around him, hold him close, as- 
sure him the war would be over one day 
and he would be home again. It’s natu- 
ral enough to want to put your arms 
around a boy and comfort him, these days 
particularly. However, right now that in- 


| stinct—good as it is—is likely to cause 
| trouble. Boys, lonely and frightened un- 
| derneath at the moment, are likely to re- 
| spond to an arm around them with more 
| emotion than it’s simple to handle. 


Tim and I prepared in advance for the 


| night when we must say good-by, the 
| night he was leaving for camp. By this 


time we were firmly convinced we had 
been made for each other. 

I’m naturally emotional. This, of course, 
puts it up to me to guard against the 


dangers involved. 


T was in self-defense that Tim and I 

agreed to pretend that the night he left 
wasn’t a special occasion at all, that he 
was saying good-night as he had dozens of 
times before. However, just in case our 
make-believe didn’t take too well, we 
asked Mother to spend that last evening 
with us. Mother likes Tim tremendously 
—she’s knitting him a sweater as I write 
—and she also had sympathy for our 
fondness for each other. With her present, 
however, we obviously couldn’t work up 
the same emotional quality that would 
have been likely had we been alone. Not 
only did this make those terrible last few 
minutes easier but it also saved us the 
possibility of regrets later on. It isn’t a 
mark of weakness to protect yourself from 
yourself. It’s the smart thing to do. 

It wasn’t long after Tim left for camp 
that I started out on a personal-appear- 
ance tour with our picture, “Hitler’s 


| Children.” I was away six weeks or more. 


It was then Tim and I began to wonder 
if it hadn’t been the emotional state we 
both were in—to which the picture, too, 
had contributed—rather than emotion for 
each other that had thrown us together. 
Neither of us ran away from this possi- 
bility, fortunately, but faced it squarely. 

Some of the doubts which assailed us 


| and some of the questions we had begun 


asking ourselves crept into our letters. 
It was not, however, until I returned to 


| California and Mother and I drove out to 
| camp to see Tim that we actually got 


around to saying, “This isn’t it!” While 


| Mother visited with friends in the Service 
| Club that day Tim and I went out and 
| sat in my car—this held no danger now- 


Dip a dale 


/o# 


That's the day the October Photoplay- 


Movie Mirror goes on the newsstands 
and in the mails. If we're a little late, 


_ don't worry. We'll get there just as 


soon as war-time conditions will permit. 
Just be sure your news dealer doesn't 
say to you "All sold!" by reserving your 
copy in advance . . . Because we want 
to keep that date with you! 





and talked honestly, fairly. 

That wasn’t easy to do. It’s never easy 
to admit there is no romance where you 
thought one existed. It means giving up 
something for nothing. Momentarily it’s 
quite impoverishing. But only momen- 
tarily. 

Because of Tim Holt, then, I know how 
confusing emotions can be. And since this 
is true I know how smart it is to respect 
conventions. Suppose Tim and I hadn't. 
Neither of us could be as happy as we are 
now. Especially Tim, for otherwise it 
wouldn’t have been possible for him and 
his wife to have their chance at the recon- 
ciliation which enriches them today. 


HICH reminds me of a man I know 

who works on airplanes. He was tell- 
ing me recently about an air show his 
factory had staged to celebrate the thou- 
sandth plane off the line. 

“Those ships were so pretty and so 
powerful!” he said. “You should have 
seen them, one after another, as—with a 
roar—they soared almost straight up and 
disappeared into the low ceiling. A tough 
guy standing next to me had tears run- 
ning down his cheeks. He had helped 
build those planes and he loved them.” 

That “tough guy” didn’t really love those 
planes, of course. What moved him was 
the design and work that had gone into 
them and the missions for which they 
were destined. 

No harm is done when we mistake our 
feelings about inanimate things, like 
planes. But we are asking for unhappi- 
ness when we are mistaken in our feel- 
ings for human beings. when, for instance, 
we attribute the emotion we have for the 
collective men in uniform to a boy who 
comes home on furlough or a boy we meet 
at a camp dance. 

I’m going to do my utmost to see that I 








don’t enter any relationship lightly and, 
when and if that relationship doesn’t pan 
out, go on to another and another. Leave 
the moral equation out of it. On a hard- 
boiled basis promiscuity doesn’t pay. 

A California girl I know, hurt when a 
love affair to which she had given every- 
thing didn’t prove all she thought it would 
be, has been on an emotional binge for 
over a year. There are no more tender 
curves in what used to be her beautiful 
mouth, only bitter, straight lines. There is 
no more shine in what used to be her 
lovely eyes, only cynical doubts. I see her 
everywhere with boys who once wouldn't 
have been nearly good enough for het 

I don’t mean to give the impression 
that I’m standing clear of boys these days 
That would be as unwise and as unhealthy 
as an emotional binge. I see boys all the 
time, especially boys in uniform. I’m cap- 
tain of the Junior hostesses at the Holly- 
wood Canteen. 

At the Canteen I’ve learned boys who 
are away from home like to talk about 
home and the girl they left behind them. 
So often when I’m dancing with one of 
them he'll say, “Gee, you have eyes just 
like my girl’s,” or “How tall are you, about 
five feet two?” And when I answer 
“Yes—how did you know?” he’ll grin, a 
little embarrassed sometimes, and _ tell 
me, “My girl back home is just five feet 
two—and her head comes to the same 
place on my shoulder.” 

It’s safer, among other things, to talk 
to the boys about their home and their 
girls than to try to become their girl 
Because they are lonely and emotional 
they may very well forget their girl tem- 
porarily; but this won’t mean their true 
heart doesn’t belong to her still. 

I wouldn’t want to face that—if I’d gone 
emotionally overboard about some boy. 


It’s that sort of hurt that sends a girl 


into another man’s arms—to prove to her- 
self she is attractive, to prove to every- 
body else she isn’t carrying a torch. 


THINK sometimes it’s because of an 

urge to be part of the war that we girls 
attach ourselves to men so easily, to men 
in uniform, to men about to go into uni- 
form, and to men behind the war in one 
way or another. It’s a stupid thing to do. 
And wasteful! There are so many urgent 
things which need doing. There are so 
many ways in which we can go to war, 
too. We can roll bandages for the Red 
Cross, in our spare time if we have a 
regular job. We can help turn out planes 
and tanks and ships and guns and am- 
munition. If we’re in school we can join 
the Victory Corps and really do something 
in it. We can gather crops. By taking 
any one of a hundred jobs we can release 
some man to fight. We can become a 
nurses’ aide—nurses’ aides are desperately 
needed right now. We can care for some 
woman’s children so she can work in a 
defense plant. 

This is a different war. When it is over 
those who picked crops or spotted planes 
or cared for war workers’ babies will have 
been as vital as all the rest. Victory 
when it comes will be a mosaic of millions 
of people doing millions of things. 

“Think straight! Be strong! Don’t act 
like an emotional fool! Remember, if it 
is important it will last!” That sums up 
my wartime morals. I have an _ idea 
I'll get along much better with this 
code than I would without it—chart a far 
straighter course to the man I'll love. 
Where is he now, I wonder? I like to 
dream about him—laughing at perfectly 
silly things, with that good look about his 
eyes—that good look our sons, too, will 
have one happy day. 
The End 





Pepsi-Cola Company, Long Island City, New York. Bottled locally by Franchised Bottlers from coast to coast. 
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Bring your hair “to 
life,” with this 


ry rHe MAGIC of make-up perform a miracle 
of loveliness with your hair!... 


“look alive” look! 


with 
Hair Rinse! 


glamorous 

It’s all so easy 
new “Make-Up” This delicately 
tinted Rinse 
and lipstick do for your face. It heightens and 
enlivens the natural color-tone. Bans that pale 
and lifeless look. Makes each hair glow with 
new light! 


Marchand’s 


a young, 
You apply 
after your shampoo! 


Rinse 


“Make-Up” 


easily as your facial make-up. And it’s abso- 
lutely harmless! 

Twelve flattering tints for every color hair. 
Many stunning effects can be had by employ- 
ing a “warmer” or tint than the shade 
which matches your hair... Try it today! 


Marchand'’s 
Uuke-4 AIR RRINSE 


6 Rinses—256\ 
2 Rinses—10e 


Ataltl Drug Counters 


“cooler” 


MADE BY THE 


Copyright 194% by Chas. Marchand Co 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8x10 inches 

or smaller if desired. 

Same price for full length 

or bust form, groups, land- 

scapes, pet animals, etc., 

or enlargements of any 

part of group picture. 
Original re 


your enlargement. 3 for $1.00 
SEND NO MONEY ...: mal 


photo, negative or snapshot (any size) and r 

ceive your enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. 

Pa A. By 47c plus postage—or —, = with 

order and we pay pos oD 5 x 20- 

inch e nt sent c.o. a bday Post- 

age or send 80c and we pay ies xe. e advantage of tie amazing 
offer now. Send ave photos today. Specify size wanted. 

TANDARD ART STUDIOS 

100 East Ohio Street Dept. 1553-L, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 





; ever 


| to switch types. 


give it that | 
| from Bogart and 


Marchand’s exciting | 


does for your hair what rouge 





MAKERS OF GOLDEN HAIR WASH 
| just an ordinary guy, the kind one meets 
| every day.” 


If | Were Hollywood's Matchmaker 


(Continued from page 47) Katharine 
Hepburn and Melvyn Douglas, and lock 
them all together in a Cedric Gibbons 
interior where they could exchange witty 
observations on life and the complexities 
of high-toned love (composed for them 


| by Garson Kanin, Nunnally Johnson and 


Gene Towne) and drink sherry flips for- 
and ever. 
I'd make it a marriage between Greta 


| Garbo and Victor Mature just to see which 
| would get baffled most, first. 
| so the ladies and gentlemen of the press 
| would be guaranteed one member in 
| that family who wouldn’t be a bit sphinx- 
| like about dishing out juicy items for 


And also 


public consumption. 

Because I think Lana Turner has had 
enough of swing bandleaders and jive 
hounds in her life, I'd toss Leopold Sto- 
kowski in her direction and wait for them 
Unquestionably, with 
Lana as his bride, Stokie would be in- 
spired to compose a Sweater Suite, in 
four movements. 

And I couldn’t resist combining Jon 
Hall with strip-teaser Margie Hart. Why? 


| Because Margie is the only person I can 
| think of who wears less clothes than he 


does. 


| > send Deanna Durbin galloping to 
the altar with Humphrey Bogart, because 
I am more than a little weary—as who 
isn’t?—of hearing that in her next picture 
Deanna will “prove she’s grown up” by 


| giving some juvenile a ten-second kiss, 
| wearing her hair in a snood, or playing 
| a grandmother role. 


Let her, I say, get 
on the receiving end of a thirty-second kiss 
she won’t have to 
“prove” to anybody ever again that she’s 
grown up. 

I'd mate Marlene Dietrich with John 
Garfield, and don’t think it wouldn’t be 
fun. Marlene, with her sables and feath- 


| ers and diamonds and fancy coiffures, 


always looks as though she took three 
hours (minimum) to dress. John, with 
his nonmatching pants and jackets, care- 


Not a bleach —not a | free haircut and only occasional tie, cer- 


permanent dye — it goes on and washes off as | 


tainly never spends more than five min- 
utes on his getup. So it would be 
amusing to hover invisibly over the Die- 
trich-Garfield menage while husband 
John waited for wife Marlene to put on 
everything from the nylons to the mas- 
cara. Unless she gave him an awfully 
good book to read while he tapped his feet, 
the language after the first two hours and 
a quarter would be enough to turn a film 
censor to stone. 

Something tells me a pretty ideal com- 
bine could be made if you persuaded Jean 
Arthur to say “I do” to Paul Muni. She’s 
got something he hasn’t—the wonderful 
quality of being scatterbrained—and sol- 
emn Paul could use a dash of that. After 
a hard day of playing somebody in a 
beard, it would be mighty refreshing for 
the Great Muni to come home to a little 
woman who would be pert and pretty 
and expert at tossing off mile-a-minute 
double talk in the highest type A-picture 
manner. Jean is a girl who could take 
any man’s mind off his troubles. In fact, 
Jean is a girl who could take any man. 


you could go on indefinitely from here 
—just try it. It’s no trick at all to make 
marvelous matches when you're dealing 
with glamour kids who'd obviously be 
so nice to come home to, if only for a 
short while. 

But my final opinion on the 
after studying it from all angles, is that 
the tall handsome men of the screen 
should marry dumpy, rather unattractive 
ladies who look like your Aunt Emma’s 
old school friend and that those lovely 
film goddesses should marry short fat 
homely men in the wholesale grocery 
business. Frequent photographs of the 
happy brides and grooms should be pub- 
lished on the front pages of all news- 
papers here and abroad, to remind the 
world that America is still a democratic 
country of unlimited opportunity and if 
you can’t find gold in the streets, at least 
you can find Gary Cooper in your hope 


chest. 
The End 


matter, 


Gay Romance 


(Continued from page 39) present is to 
keep on doing shows for the boys and 
working. The war won't last forever 


| and I think if one keeps from marriage 


me) for the duration, 


(especially for 
There’s so much to be 


it’s much better. 
done.” 

But, of course, that statement doesn’t 
deny there can be and is one man in her 
life, one man around whom all her off- 
duty activities are built. 

Pressed to reveal the kind of man she 
would choose when the moment ar- 
rives, she becomes thoughtful. 

“Just a nice, ordinary fellow,” she says. 
“No mental giant but a fellow with a 
sense of humor and sincerity. Not a suc- 
cess as Hollywood knows success—meas- 
ured in popularity or fabulous sums—but 


If ever we read a perfect description of 
just an ordinary guy named George, 


| Dinah’s is it. 


ANDSOME in his Army Air Force 
uniform, Private Montgomery, who is 
stationed in Hollywood, talks readily of 


| Dinah. 


“We're a fine pair,” he laughs. “We go 


| to a movie and, long about nine o’clock 


my eyes start to burn with sleepiness and 
I look over at Dinah and hers are be- 
ginning to droop. We're hard-working 


people and have no time for late parties 
or night clubs. I love to go up to her home 
for dinner. The house is usually full of 
radio people and Dinah is usually making 
the hot biscuits when I get there. It’s just 
an easygoing good time and we like it.” 

There are three girls living in the 
bungalow with Dinah—Shirley Mitchell, 
who plays Gildersleeve’s love life on the 
radio. “Rufus” Crane, Dinah’s secretary, 
and Kitty Callan, who sang with Dorsey’s 
band. 

The place is a mad scramble, really, 
with people dropping in and out, Dinah 
trying to water the lawn without drown- 
ing the visitors or to whip up some biscuits 
without covering them with flour. 

The cooks are forever promising un- 
dying devotion and forever leaving for 
defense plants. Once during Christmas 
week and while they still lived in an 
apartment building, the great Orson 
Welles, who resided next door, wandered 
in unannounced. Dinah was in_ the 
kitchen rustling up Christmas cookies, 
Shirley was wrapping packages on the 
floor and George was on a _ stepladder 
hanging a tattered but virgin angel on 
an upper branch. 

Orson wandered around, hands behind 
him, taking it all in. Finally he paused 
and exclaimed in those deep, dramatic 
tones, “Oh, to be young again!” 

Orson is two years older than George. 
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Of course, it has become a byword in 
the Shore residence: “Oh, to be young 
again,” they moan at every opportunity. 

They have a way of taking the starch 
out of all pretentious male upstarts. It’s 
called “dropping the name” and all sorts 
of old pans, dishes, bottles and furniture 
are employed in its use. 

“Had a marvelous date last night,” the 
offending one will brag. 

“Who with?” the gang asks in unison. 

“With Rita,” comes the answer. 

“Rita who?” 

“Rita Hayworth.” 

And that’s the signal. Bang, clatter, 
clutter, thump, thud go the dishes, the 
pans, the bottles, the furniture, the break- 
away chairs until the living room looks 
like a shambles. 

No one ever pulls a front by nonchalant- 
ly dropping a first name in the Shore resi- 
dence where no fancy airs are permitted. 


“@~ UR little cheerleader of song” they 

called her down home in Nashville, 
where Dinah, or Frances Rose, was cheer 
leader of the high-school football team. 
“The best all-round American girl” was a 
title Frances Rose won hands down—or up, 
if the cheers were on. 

She took lessons in everything—danc- 
ing, elocution, drama, _ singing. Her 
friends believed she was least talented in 
singing and made every attempt to keep 
Frances Rose acting so she wouldn't sing. 
She was Jo, of course, in “Littke Women,” 
and went on from high-school dramas to 
bigger and better plays at Vanderbilt 
University where she graduated in 1938 
with a B. A. 

When she was sixteen her mother died 
and father Shore hesitated a long time 
before permitting his daughter that longed- 
for chance in New York. 

“But think of the thousands of girls who 
try it and get nowhere,” he urged. But 
finally, after her graduation from college, 
she begged hard enough and with the 
money her father gave her and the money 
she made from pawning her camera en- 
larger, she tackled the big city. 

What she landed, however, was a job 
singing on a_ sustaining program that 
brought in no money. Finally she got a 
chance to sing with Ben Bernie’s band on 
the air. The sponsor didn’t like her and at 
the end of three weeks fired her. Her 
lovely $75 a week was gone. But a few 
months later he hired her to sing for one 
show at a four-figured salary and begged 
for the privilege of hiring her again. In 
the meantime, you see, Eddie Cantor had 
heard her, signed her for his air show 
and, like a comet from above, she had 
shot to the top. 


OWN in Nashville they can’t get over 

it. Parades are arranged in her honor 
when Dinah goes home, but they still don’t 
think she can sing so well. Recite? Oh 
beautifully—and with gestures. But sing? 
Anyway, they love her. 

Recently her dad sent her as a gift the 
old-fashioned locket, brooch and ring of 
her mother’s that Dinah always loved. 
Her brown eyes grow misty as_ she 
speaks of them. 

Her dad’s wallet, the one Dinah sent 
him, has room for four pictures. “See, 
my daughter’s picture,” he’ll ask even a 
half-stranger at the merest pretense. 

Once, when she was fourteen, she 
swiped her older sister’s dress and was 
driven out to the local night spot, “The 
Pines,” to sing for the sum of ten whole 
dollars. She got there all right, but just 
as she stepped out on the floor, she gazed 
right into the horrified eyes of her father 
and mother. 

That was a night to remember. 

“We were just average people with one 
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Something to remember you by— 


"Bond Street" Beauty Preparations by 


YARDLEY 


“Bond Street"’ Perfume: 3 
An intriguing fragrance of 
endearing charm. $2.50 to $13.50. 
Dry Skin Cleansing Cream, 
$1; jumbo jar, $2. 

"English Complexion’' Powder: Try 
the sunny, new shade, ‘‘Zinnia,"’ $1. 


"Bond Street’ Lipstick: — 


"Full Red," the new vibrant color! $1. 








Diana Foster will be glad to help you with your beauty problems. 
Write her at Yardley, 620 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Yardley products for America are created in England and finishec in the U. S. A. 
from the original English formulae, combining imported and domestic ingredients. 
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AMERICA’S WOMEN ARE ON THE 


MR PATH / 





EVERY WOMAN IN A VITAL CIVILIAN 
JOB IS A SOLDIER IN THIS WAR! 


Every day, hundreds of men are 
leaving important civilian jobs to 
join the Nation’s Armed Forces. 
In their places, women are 
“carrying on”’...doing work that 
must be done to keep America’s 
war program going at top speed. 

These women are soldiers, 
too...doing their bit by doing 
a job that is helping America 
win the war. 

And like so many of their 


“buddies” in khaki and blue, 
these busy soldiers on the 
vital home-front find delicious 
Beech-Nut Gum helps rest and 
refresh them while they work. 

Naturally, the needs of the 
men and women in the Armed 
Forces come first of all. So, if 
your dealer’s supply of Beech- 
Nut Gum is short at times, we 
know you will understand the 
reason why. 


The need for women to replace men in 
necessary civilian jobs of all kinds is an 
unusual opportunity for patriotic women 
everywhere to serve their country. Inves- 
tigate at your nearest U. S. Em- 
ployment Service office... 


even though you have 


never worke 
before! 





Beech-N ut 


The yellow package... with the red oval 
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good silver service and one spec'a! s*t of 
linen. Like so many average America.is,” 
she explains. 

There isn’t an inhibition in her. In the 
midst of our lunch she and Danny Kaye, 
who are both starring in “Up In Arms” 
for Goldwyn, would rise from the table 
and for the edification of the diners go 
into the darndest routine you ever saw. 

“She’s that way with Bing Crosby, too,” 
George told us. “Say, I wouldn’t miss be- 


| ing with Dinah when she and Bing make 


| one of those 


Command Performance 
records for the world. It’s a riot.” 

And somehow we knew the secret b>- 
hind the quiet friendship that is surely 
growing into quiet love between these 
two. It’s the laughter, the fun, the mock- 


| ing of Hollywood’s posers, the natural- 
| ness, the eagerness to give and serve, her 


selflessness, the thinking of others, the 


| homey little things, such as watering the 


lawn at seven every morning, or baking 


| and cooking in the kitchen, the love of 


song and love of being honest and simple. 

These are the qualities of Dinah Shore. 
These are the things George Montgomery 
is finding for the first time in Hollywood. 
These are the things he'll still find in 
Dinah Shore and need have no fear will 
be changed when the war is over. 

“I’m afraid of success,” Dinah says, 


| speaking of her new Warner Brothers con- 


tract, of her pictures, “Thank Your Lucky 
Stars” and “Up In Arms,” and her new 
Chase and Sanborn radio hour. “I think 
of what it might do to me without my 


| being aware of any change and I’m fright- 
| ened.” 


| agony. 


Her moments before the microphone are 
“This isn’t worth it,” she’ll say 
to herself. “This pounding of my heart 
is going to kill me. No heart can stand 
it. This is positively my last time before 
a mike. I'll tell them as soon as the pro- 
gram is over.” 

And then she kicks off her shoes, cross- 
es her fingers and all over the world goes 
the voice of Dinah Shore. 

And into the heart of Private George 


| Montgomery, stationed near by, goes the 





true meaning of the words. 
For something tell us George has found 
the right girl at last. 
THE END 


October Secret! 


The girl on the cover of next 
month's Photoplay-Movie Mir- 
ror will be Hollywood's most 


talked-about star—lovely 


./ 2D 
Sigrid Bergman 


as she appears in her role of 
Maria in Paramount's great 


"For Whom The Bell Tolls” 
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Loose-Leaf on Livvie 


(Continued from page 51) “You look 
enough like Olivia de Havilland to be 
her sister.” And with a smile, she ex- 
claimed, “My goodness! Not Joan Fon- 


taine!” 
She seldom smokes and dislikes ciga- 
rette smoke. She blushes easily, es- 


pecially when she doesn’t want to. Yet 
she can give out with the strong words. 

She is a practical person. 
bookkeeping and keeps her own books. 
She has no business manager. 
gets herself. 





She studied | 
She bud- | 


When she arrives at the studio, her | 
car is generally filled with books, bills | 


and letters. 
set, she goes to her portable dressing 
room and tends to her bills and cor- 
respondence. 


She loves to eat and has to watch her 
diet. Her breakfast generally consists 
of fruit, cereal and a glass of milk. She 
doesn’t drink coffee—this before the ra- 
tioning—except that sometimes she’ll have 
a demitasse ‘to be sociable. Her favorite 
drink is port. 


SHE likes going to the movies and her 
favorite performers are Katharine 


Whenever possible on the | 


She believes it is her duty | 
to answer all sincere fan mail personally. | 


Hepburn, Bette Davis, Charles Laughton, | 
Ronald Colman and Frank Morgan. Her | 


favorite books are the Bible, “High Wind In 
Jamaica,” “South Wind” and “War And 
Peace.” She is always looking for a book 
that will make a good picture. 

She and Johnny Huston generally spend 
their evening together, when he is in town 
on a furlough, eating, sipping and gabbing. 
Friends stop by, sit at the table and long 
conversations take place. When he is 
away they correspond regularly. They 
like to go to the movies together and 
while viewing the picture they hold hands. 

She is a grateful person and she likes 
to give gifts. She is fond of shopping, 
but will only buy what she needs. 

She brushes her teeth at least six or 
seven times a day. The first thing she 
does when she wakes up in the morning 
is to reach for her toothbrush. She takes 


two showers a day and sings in the | 


shower. 
She is ticklish and laughs easily. 


She will tell you that she has a re- | 


curring dream that she is standing on 
a high cliff and, down below her, in the 
sand near the ocean, is Joan Fontaine. 
Then suddenly she sees a tidal wave 
approaching and she’s the only one who 
can see it. 





She never knows whether | 


to save herself or go to Joan and she | 


always wakes up before she decides. 
She’s taken suspensions, fought for bet- 

ter parts and says she will always fight 

for better roles. She insists that she 


doesn’t care about money and billing, | 
but that she must be allowed to do good | 


work. 
People are always telling her that she 
has changed. It has come to be a 


standard joke with her. Recently, when 
a friend asked for an autographed photo- 
graph, she signed it, “From the new Olivia 
de Havilland.” 

She sleeps alone in a large antique 
bed, using one pillow, a down com- 
forter and three blankets. 


She likes to | 


keep warm. She sleeps with the windows | 


wide open. She sleeps in white and pink 
nightgowns. 
for she considers them unfeminine. 

She curls up like a little ball when 
she sleeps. She is one of those rare 
gals who look pretty in the morning. 

When she is all dressed up and knows 
that she is looking good, she likes to have 
men stare at her. 


The End 


She never wears pajamas, | 
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‘MOTHERS IN A MODERN HOSPITAL HOW TO CARE FOR BABIES AT HOME 





Wartime QUIZ 
for Mothers 


These vital questions about baby care were asked of 6,000 physicians, including most of 
America’s baby specialists, by a leading medical journal. Here are their answers: 





QUESTION: “Do you favor the 

use of oil on baby’s skin?” 
ANSWER: Over 959% of doctors said yes. Hos- 
pitals advise the same (and almost all hospitals 
use Mennen Oil—because it’s antiseptic). 











NS ORES SUBSE SERS Hs 


QUESTION: “Should oil be used 
after every diaper change?” 
ANSWER: 3 out of 4 doctors said yes. (Antiseptic 
oil helps prevent diaper rash caused by action 
of germs in contact with wet diapers). 


cuit 





QUESTION: 
“Should baby oil be 
ANTISEPTIC?” 


ANSWER: 4 out of 5 doctors said baby oil should be antiseptic. Only one widely-sold baby oil is 
antiseptic—Mennen. It helps check harmful germs, hence guards against prickly heat, diaper 
rash, impetigo, other irritations. Hospitals find Mennen is also gentlest, keeps skin smoothest. 
Special ingredient soothes itching, smarting. Use the best for your baby —Mennen Antiseptic Oil. 89 








QUESTION: “Should oil be used 
all over baby’s body daily?” 
ANSWER: 3 out of 4 doctors said yes—helps pre- 
vent dryness, chafing. (Most important —anti- 
septic oil helps protect skin against germs). 





QUESTION: “‘Up to what age 
should oil be used on baby?” 
ANSWER: Doctors said, on average, “Continue 
using oil until baby is over 6 months old? 
Many advised using oil up to 18 months. 


for baby's skip 
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If vou like to be popular—if you like 
to get a “rush’’—guard the fragrance 
of your hair. 

For remember that your scalp per- 
spires, too, and the hair absorbs un- 
pleasant odors. Check up on your 
hairbrush, your hat, your pillow. 


It’s easy to be on the safe side. Use 
Packers Pine Tar Shampoo regularly. 
It’s especially good for oily hair and 
scalp odors because it contains pure, 
medicinal pine tar. 

This gentle shampoo cleanses thor- 
oughly. The delicate pine scent does 
its work, then disappears—leaving 
your scalp clean and fresh. Don’t be 
afraid of a “‘nasal close-up”. Start the 
Packers habit tonight. You can get 
Packers Pine Tar Shampoo at any 
drug, department or 
ten-cent store. 
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“Nothing but the best” says 
Linda Darnell, lovely Colum- 
bia Pictures 
star of “City 
Without Men” 
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The Truth about the Stars' Private Heartbreaks 


(Continued from page 77) possible. This 
great project is sponsored by the Tracys 
who hope that such clinics will become 
nationwide. 


LAUDETTE COLBERT’S house is closed 
for the duration. Her man has gone to 
war. But Claudette is happy. Although she 
is separated from him he is hers in that 
mystic way that marriage has of making 
a man and a woman one. There is no real 
heartbreak in her loneliness now. But 
there was a time . . . there was a time. 
She had just completed “Private Worlds.” 
Her work had received praise beyond her 
wildest dreams. Her studio boss had told 
her that she was the hottest box-office 


| morsel in Hollywood. And she sat in a 
| flower-filled suite 


in New York’s smart 
Sherry Netherlands Hotel, the telegram of 
hysterical congratulations in her hand .. . 


| and wept. 


She was building a home in expensive 


| Bel-Air, was in New York to shop for 





priceless antiques, paintings of lasting love- 
liness. She was rich, beautiful, acclaimed, 
famous—and miserable. For the man she 
loved, the man who could bring her the 
security that her very maladjusted Holly- 
wood life needed was not free to marry her. 
At that time she thought Joel Pressman 
would never be able to get his divorce. 

“Why am I building this house?” she 
cried. “Who will share it with me? With- 
out him I have no life!” 

But Claudette had the fortitude to go on, 
believing that she would never have her 
sweetheart for her own, and complete the 
house, the house they had planned to be 
theirs together. She faced her heartbreak 
constructively. Who knows but that this 
very gesture of courage helped to make 
her heart’s wish come to pass. : 

For at long last Pressman’s divorce was 
forthcoming. They have had much happi- 
ness in their home. The place is fragrant 
with memories. So she can shut it up now 
and send her man away. She is secure 
at last. 

Claudette’s heartbreak had a happy end- 
ing. Not so Joan Crawford’s. For Joan 
lost the child for whom she had fought so 
hard. Yet she was smiling the day she 


.announced that she had to give up her 


little son Christopher. The beautiful boy 
she had adopted as a brother for Christina 
had been hers for many months, hers for- 
ever, as she thought. But when she knew 
that the child must go back, she humbly 
bowed to the inevitable, set her jaw hard 
and did what she had to do. 

Very few people know that she brought 
Christopher back to New York secretly, 
brought him back knowing that she must 
give him up, knowing that her time with 


| him lessened with each revolution of the 


| train’s wheels. 





So skillfully did Joan 
handle this secret visit that none of the 
reporters knew she was in town. There 


was a rumor or two—nothing more. 

Back in Hollywood she made the cruel 
announcement. She had been preparing 
for a new film and no one realized that 
her heart was breaking. For once, the 
articulate Joan battled her heartbreak 
alone and burdened no one else with it. 


H OLLYWOOD’S most outstanding case of 
career heartbreak is Vera Zorina. 

Remember the ballyhoo when the glam- 
orous dancer, who longed to prove herself 
an actress, was assigned to the biggest 
acting role since Scarlett O’Hara? Every 
newspaper in the land printed the story 
that Zorina was to play Maria in “For 
Whom The Bell Tolls.” Happily Zorina 
submitted to the unbecoming haircut re- 
quired and began working with Gary 
Cooper. 

Then one day she read in a column that 
the role had been given to Ingrid Berg- 
man. And it was so. Why? Well, that’s 
another story and not important to this 
one. Important to us is how Zorina took 
the blow. 

Her friends all said, “It’s studio politics, 
my dear.” A star wants to believe that, 
but can she? When she is quite alone she 
is bound to think, “Perhaps I just wasn’t 
good enough.” When those thoughts press 
she wants to hide away with her personal 
doubts, escape with what self-esteem is 
still left intact. 

But Zorina did nothing of the kind. The 
night that Ingrid Bergman played her first 
scene, Zorina, in a beautiful dinner dress, 
made a public appearance at a smart 
theater opening, with the unbecoming hair- 
cut exactly as it had been for the picture. 

She was news that night, and she posed, 
smiling, for the photographers, with the 
knowledge that next day she would see 
the pictures and read the captions about 
the girl who had almost been Maria. 

There is another kind of heartbreak— 
loss of love. Fearless is thinking now of 
the wife of a very famous star. 

They were married when he was a non- 
entity on the New York stage. When 
Hollywood called she came to the Coast 
with him, of course. Then he went Holly- 
wood. And she found she could not com- 
pete with the glamorous young leading 
women who flattered him between pas- 
sionate love scenes ostensibly for the 
camera. 

She looked her age. He did not. She 
had thought that being a good wife and 
a true one was more important than being 
glamorous. They say that the wife is the 
last to know. Maybe in Keobuk, but not 
in Hollywood. She heard (and read) all 
the rumors. She knew how it felt to join 
a gathering and hear the conversation 
click off like an electric button, feeling 
the words still hanging in the air and 
echoing in the room, knowing that “they” 
had been discussing the latest scandal 








SIGHT UNSEEN 


Taking the glasses off the stars in the 
guessing game on page 74 we have: 


Greer Garson (top, lefthand side of page): 1B; 2B. 

Teresa Wright (bottom, lefthand side of page): IC; 2C. 
Spencer Tracy (top, righthand side of page): IA; 2C. 
Roy Rogers (bottom, righthand side of page}: 1B; 2B. 
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about him and the new starlet and “how 
do you suppose poor, dear drab little Dolly 
fee s?” 

She still lives her heartache, but she goes 
on being a good wife. There are the chil- 
dren who need her, you see, and her hus- 
band (her handsome, witty, talented hus- 
band who brings happiness to thousands 
of film-goers with his screen portrayals) 
needs her, too. For he always runs home 
to mama when his latest dream girl starts 
Mocamboing with another lad. The wife 
is happy when he returns. And she bows 
to the inevitable when he is under the 
influence of another one. She has condi- 
tioned herself to the only way of life in 
which she can serve. She is one of our 
most quietly courageous women. 


MOTHER has caused heartache to a 

very sweet and loyal little star. This 
girl, who is known for the fresh, clean 
roles she plays on the screen, did not 
know when she was a child what her 
mother was. 

But when she was still in her teens she 
heard the whispers of the other kids, she 
knew that the little girls were not al- 
lowed to come to her house and eventu- 
ally she knew why. 

When Hollywood fame came to her, when 
she was no longer in any way dependent 
upon her mother. She could so easily have 
bought the raffish lady a house in another 
city and chucked her out of her life. But 
the girl faced it out. She kept her mother 
with her, included her mother, who had 
actually been a woman of the streets, in 
all her parties and dared her friends to 
raise an eyebrow. That takes a very spe- 
cial brand of A-number-one courage. 

What heartbreaks scandal can cause! 


newspapers made about the case. But what 
most people overlooked was that Mary 
was fighting desperately to keep her child 
and what was so little known was that 
although Mary was certainly not beyond 
reproach she believed her child’s life might 
have been ruined had she been given into 
her father’s custody. There were so many 
things Mary could have said about her 
former husband. But she felt there had 
been enough mud-slinging and all she 
wanted was to get the trial over so that it 
would affect Marilyn’s life as little as 
possible. 

Mary will never get over the humilia- 
tion of that trial, but she did not run away. 
She was awarded her daughter and for 
her sake she held her head high when 
others would have been cringing. She had 
a job to do and she’s done it well. She 
has supported Marilyn and, more impor- 
tant, she has brought her up to be a 
charming little girl. 

Mary risked much for a child and so did 
another star in Hollywood—one who had 
been married only a year when the tragedy 
occurred. She and her husband (a famous 
star, too) adored each other. A couple 
of months before she had made him very 
happy by telling him that she would have 
to get busy pretty soon in the tiny-gar- 
ment department. 

Then came the news that the little son 
of her dearest friend was in Paris and the 
Germans were marching on Paris. The 
child’s mother had been killed by a bomb 
a few days before. 

“If I did not bring that child to safety,” 
she told her husband, “I would not feel 
right about the one that’s coming to us, 
our own. I don’t think we would de- 
serve it.” 


out of Europe and returned to America 
with the child safe. 

But her own child was not safe. The 
excitement and the hardships of the trip 
had caused her to lose her own baby and 
the doctor says she must not hope for 
another for at least three years. 

But only her closest friends knew this. 
The little boy will never know that his 
rescue caused the tragedy. 


ND now we come to the most modern 

heartbreak of all. This is the heart- 
break that keys all of our lives today. 
Ellen Drew’s husband is Major Si Bartlett. 
Major Bartlett drops bombs on Berlin. 

How does the young wife who adores 
her husband feel when she hears the 
planes roaring é6verhead? How does she 
feel when Si kisses her good-by and she 
knows he is going into such terrifying 
danger? How does she feel? 

You know, don’t you? So do all the 
wives and sweethearts and mothers. And 
that is why Fearless quotes Major Bartlett. 
He said to Ellen not so long ago, “Darling, 
please don’t tell people about what I 
might have done. It’s nothing worth men- 
tioning, for, you see, the night I was over 
Berlin there were hundreds of other guys 
over, too, and thousands and thousands all 
over the world. There’s nothing special 
about it.” 

And there’s nothing special about heart- 
break. But there is something special 
about courage. Even though, as Si Bart- 
lett said, “There are thousands of guys 
doing the same thing,” it helps you to 
know about them, to be reminded that 
regardless of what you are having to go 
through, there are countless others with 
you. Those others have come through 
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| editors feel that there can be no better 


Address 


tribute paid to a great star than these 


GOLDEN GLINT sincere words from a Photoplay reader 
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_ When I first read of Leslie Howard’s tragic “killed in action” death, 

my main thought was what a terrible loss it is for the screen. There 

“AFTER THE WAR” | are so few actors capable of expressing a whole emotion by just a 
, . gesture of the hand or an expression in the eyes and he was one of | 
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blocks of sterling eee inlaid at | created. ... A young crippled doctor who, as he was caught by the 
backs of bowls and handles of | wiles of a cheap little tremp named Mildred, broke our hearts as 


surely as he did his own... 
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A broken, tragic old man, sitting alone in a garden mourning for 
his lost Moonyean, the beautiful bride killed on their wedding day. . 















shadow of the guillotine, while his enemies searched on for “the || 


| 
| A gay and dashing nobleman rescuing aristocrats in the very 
| demned, elusive Pimpernel” ' | 





S 
uw 





The selfish, maddening and utterly charming professor who taught || 
a little flower girl to be a great lady and fell in love with both of 
them 


They’re all vivid characterizations, enriching the screen a hundred- 
fold and for which we are all deeply grateful even as we recognize 
our great loss. 
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Forget him? How can we ever—for he left with us all those vibrant 
living memories, portraits etched by the hand of a master artist— 
bright, eternal, defying time itself. 
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Jane Eyre 


”? 


(Continued from page 57) “Now, Carter, 
Mr. Rochester said in clipped, business- 
like tones, “I give you half an hour to 
dress the wound, get the patient down- 
stairs and away.” 

Mr. Mason moistened his lips with his 
tongue. “Edward——” he said weakly. “I’m 
done for, I fear.” 

“Nonsense!” Mr. Rochester scoffed. “Tell 
him he’s in no danger, Carter.” i“ 

“I can truthfully do that,” the doctor 
said. Bending over the injured arm he 
uttered an exclamation. “But what’s this 
—the flesh is torn!” 

Excitement gripped Mr. Mason. “She 
sank her teeth into me—like a tigress!” 
he cried. “She said she’d drain my heart’s 
blood. She—” 


“Be quiet, Mason,’ Mr. Rochester | 


snapped, “and forget her gibberish.” 

She? Who was she? Dully, I accepted 
this new puzzle. They could not mean 
Grace Poole, the mouselike little seam- 
stress who lived—alone, I had always been 
told—in the Old Wing. Yet who. 

“Jane,’ Mr Rochester ordered, “go and 
put some clothes on. Then go down the 
back stairs and unbolt the side door. You 
will see a carriage there. See that the 
driver is ready. We shall be down in a 
moment.” 

I did as I was told—so tired, so confused 
and unhappy that it did not seem really 
I who moved. It was someone else—some 
other Jane Eyre, while the real one only 
stood by and watched. 

Thus Mr. Mason, who had appeared so 





mysteriously at Thornfield Hall, was | 


spirited away a few minutes before sun- 
rise. He spoke just once more in my 
hearing, leaning out of the door of his 
carriage. 

“Edward,” he said, “let her be taken 
care of. Let her be treated as tenderly as 
may be. Let her—” 

Impatiently, Mr. Rochester said, “I do 
my best, and have done it, and will do 
it!” He slammed the door of the carriage. 
But as he stood looking after it, an infinite 
sadness came to his dark face. As if to 
himself, he whispered—“Yet would to 
God there were an end of all this!” 

He appeared to have forgotten my pres- 
ence and I turned to enter the house, but 
he called after me: “Jane! Come for a 
while where there is some freshness. That 
house is a dungeon—a sepulchre.” 

He was moving toward a door in the 
wall of the stableyard; beyond it, I knew, 
was the “orchard”—although, to tell the 
truth, it was not an orchard at all, but 
more and less than that. It was an orna- 
mental garden where fruit trees had been 
olanted for their beauty, not their useful- 
ness. 


OR a time we walked silently together 

along the graveled paths, both of us, I 
am sure, relieved simply to be away from 
the night’s morbid fears and violence. He 
was the first to speak. 

“You have passed a_ strange night, 
Jane,” he said with that gentleness of his 
that was so much the more welcome be- 
cause it was so rare. 

I had not meant to ask—I had not 
wanted to ask—but here he had offered 
me the opportunity and I could not pass 
it by. “Mr. Rochester,” I burst out, “will 
Grace Poole live here still?” 

“Yes,” he said after a second’s pause, 
“Grace Poole will stay.” 

“Even after ... after last night?” 

“Even after last night. Don’t ask me 
to explain. Just believe me when I tell 
you there are reasons—good reasons, 
weighty reasons.” He hesitated, then went 
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on, “Jane, I want you to use your fancy. 
Suppose yourself a boy—a_ thoughtless 
and impetuous boy—indulged from child- 
hood upwards. Imagine yourself in a re- 
mote foreign land. Conceive that you 
there commit a capital error—not a 
crime, mind you, just an error—but one 
that cuts you off from the possibility of 
all human joys; and in your despair, you 
wander about vainly seeking content- 
ment in mere pleasure. Then, suddenly, 


| Fate offers you the chance of regeneration 


and true happiness. Are you justified in 
overleaping an obstacle of custom—a mere 





fied?” 














conventional impediment, which neither 
your conscience sanctifies, nor your judg- 
ment approves? Tell me, Jane,” he begged 
with deepest intensity, “are you justi- 


DID not know what he meant. I could 
not understand. I knew he was asking 
for my help in something vitally important 
to him, but I could not give it, though it 
wrung my heart to refuse. 

“How can I answer, sir?” I said. “Every 
conscience must come to its own decision.” 

Tormentedly he cried, “And if it can’t 
come to a decision? If you're afraid that 
you may bring shame on what you most 
cherish, that you may destroy what you 
most desire to protect—?” He broke away 
with a gesture of despair and walked a 
few steps from me. When he returned he 
spoke in a different tone. “I’m sorry, Jane. 
Don’t you curse me for plaguing you like 
this?” 

“Curse you? No, sir—never,” I said 
with all my heart. 

“And you will help me again—as you 
did last night?” 

“Whenever I can,” I promised. 

“For instance,” he said with a_half- 
smile, “the night before I’m married—will 
you sit with me then?” 

The sudden beating of my heart nearly 
deafened me, but I would not let him see 
my agitation. I forced myself to say 
steadily, “Are you going to be married, 
sir?” 

“Sometime, why not?” he replied care- 
lessly. “I suppose you think no one will 
have me. You're wrong—you don’t know 
our young ladies of fashion. They may 
not admire my person, but I assure you, 
they dote on my purse.” 

From across the wall, there floated the 
musical, high-pitched voice of Miss In- 
gram. “You say we can find him in the 
stables?” 

At once, Mr. Rochester’s mood changed. 
He hurried to the gate, flinging it wide 
and calling cheerfully, “Good morning, 
ladies!” 

I stayed where I was until the sound 
of their laughter had died away in the 
distance. Then I went across the stable- 
yard, into the Hall. 





How shall I describe the rest of that 

dreadful day, endless as it was, when 
no matter what I did I seemed to have 
no companion but my own miserable 
thoughts? Mr. Rochester was to accom- 
pany Lady Ingram and Miss Blanche to 
London the next morning, Mrs. Fairfax 
told me—and I knew what that must 
mean. Their engagement would be an- 
nounced there, at some extravagant ball: 
perhaps they would not delay long before 
the wedding. And then, after a_ trip 


| abroad, they would return to Thornfield, 


to take up their life here together. But 
surely, before then, Mr. Rochester would 
give me an opportunity to talk to him and 
explain how much better it would be for 
Adele to go to school and let me seek 
another position! 

I could not bear, the following morning, 
to be part of the group of servants who 
stood at the front door bidding farewell to 

































Mr. Rochester and his guests. Instead, I 
crept out in back, into the orchard, and I 
must confess that there, alone as I was, 
I let the tears flow. Never in my life, 
not even at Lowood, had I felt so insignifi- 
cant and forlorn—for he had not even 
troubled to say good-by! 

At the sound of footsteps I dried my 
eyes hastily—and then looked up in aston- 
ishment. Mr. Rochester stood before me. 

“Oh!” I said stupidly. “I thought you 
had gone.” 

“No, I changed my mind,” he re- 
marked. “Or rather, the Ingram family 
changed theirs. Walk with me, Jane.” 

As we set off down one of the paths 
he added, “Why were you crying, Jane?” 

Although it was only part of the truth, 
I answered, “I was thinking about having 
to leave Thornfield.” 

“Leave?” he asked, and yet he did not 
sound surprised. “But why should you 
leave?” 

“If Thornfield is to have a mistress,” I 
said hurriedly, “I think it would be better 
for Adele to enter school—she is old 
enough now—and then there will be no 
need for a governess.” 

“That’s true,” he said musingly. “And 
yet, my little friend, I shall not like see- 
ing you go. Sometimes, Jane, I have a 
queer feeling in regard to you. It is as if 
there were a cord of communion between 
us—and that if we must be separated, I’m 
afraid that cord will be snapped; and then 
I’ve a nervous notion I shall take to bleed- 
ing inwardly. As for you—you’d forget 
me.” 


|T seemed the cruelest thing of all that 

he could speak so lightly, so almost 
mockingly, of this coming separation. 
“Forget you!” I cried, choked with tears. 
“You know I never will! I see the necessity 
of going, and it is like looking on the 
necessity of death.” 

“Where do you see that necessity?” he 
demanded. 

“Why—it is you who have placed it be- 
fore me, in the person of your bride.” 

“What bride? I have no bride.” 

“But you will have,” I reminded him. 

“Yes, I will, I will!” he said passionately, 
defiantly. “But you must not go. You 
must stay!” 

I stopped in the path and faced him. 

“Do you think I could stay here to be- 
come nothing to you?” I asked. “Do you 
think because I am poor, and obscure, and 
plain, that I am soulless and heartless? I 
have as much soul as you, and fully as 
much heart. And if God had given me 
beauty and wealth, I should have made it 
as hard for you to leave me as it is now 
for me to leave you!” For a moment our 


glances met and locked, before I turned 
away. “There, I have spoken my heart— 
now let me go.” 

But he put his hands on my shoulders. 
“Jane,” he said very quietly, “you are not 
going. Jane ... you strange, you almost 
unearthly thing—you that I love as my 
own flesh... .” 

He was pulling me toward him; I felt 
a compulsion even greater than the force 
of his arms to let myself fall upon his 
breast, but I conquered it 

“How can you torment me,” I sobbed, 
“with the thought of your bride between 
us?” 

“My bride is here, because my equal is 
here, and my likeness. Jane, will you 
marry me?” And while I gazed at him in 
astonishment, he rushed on, “Don’t doubt 
me! Do you think I mean to marry any- 
one but you? I have no love for Blanche 
Ingram—she has none for me. It’s you I 
love—you, poor and obscure and plain— 
you I entreat to accept me as your hus- 
band. Make my happiness, and I will 
make yours. Answer me, Jane! Answer 
quickly! Say, ‘Edward, I'll marry you.’ 
Say it, Jane, say it!” 


I wanted to believe, but I could not.’ 


Behind all his tormented strangeness, 
his brusque ways, his abrupt indifference 
and seemingly thoughtless kindness—be- 
hind all these, could there be love? 

“Turn to the light,” I said. “I want to 
read your face.” 

Lowering clouds of a summer storm 
scudded past overhead, forming a back- 
ground to that face, itself so stormy and 
overcast. But what I saw in it told me 
what I wanted to know. 

“Edward,” I said, “I’ll marry you.” 

He gave a great, exultant shout as he 
clasped me in his arms. “And as for the 
world’s judgment,” he cried, “I wash my 
hands of it. As for man’s opinion, I defy 
it. God pardon me—and let no man 
— with me. I have her and will hold 

er.” 

Lightning flashed as he kissed me, and 
thunder rolled again and again. 


DWARD wished us to be married as 

quickly and quietly as possible, but 
even in our short betrothal period I learned 
that he could be gay and ardent. He 
showered me with gifts, clothes, jewelry, 
furs and silks and satins—-took me to the 
races and forced me to wager extrava- 
gantly, stood by smiling while ar old 
crone told my fortune. For once, he had 
thrown off the cloak of vexation he had 
so often worn. Ah, those beautiful, en- 
chanted few weeks, when all creation 
smiled on our love—when summer itself, 
marching in sunlit glory to its close, was 
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the benediction on our love. 


ek The wedding was set for the first day 
3 to bs) Pounds a We of September, in the old chapel of Thorn- 
field Village. At Edward’s insistence there 
T Plenty: were to be no guests other than Adele and 
Yet Mrs. Fairfax. 


I could not believe in my own happiness 
—not when I tried on the white dress and 
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“You cannot proceed with this mar- 
riage,” the man declared. “My name is 
Briggs; I am an attorney by profession— 
and I have here proof that Mr. Rochester 
is already married.” 

Washes Wool Perfectly The vaulted ceiling of the church swung 
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| In. Wootfoam Dimly, I heard Mr. Briggs reciting “. . . on 
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prove that my wife is still living.” 
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| DO not remember the journey back to 

Thornfield Hall, except that on it no 
one spoke. In silence, too, we mounted 
the stairs and opened the door to the 
Old Wing, went up more stairs and 
entered the stone-walled room where I 
had kept my vigil. In front of the far door 
we stopped. Grace Poole stood with us, 
wringing her hands, and of her Edward 
demanded: 

“The key, Grace! The key!” 
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guttural to a scream, and a figure neither 
human nor animal shot out of the door 
and fell upon Edward, its skinny hands 
clawing at his face and throat. He stag- 
gered and almost fell. While we watched, 
frozen in horror, they struggled—Edward 
and that thing of rags, of matted white 
hair, of gleaming, murderous eyes. With 
one final effort he tore it from him and 
threw it to the floor, where it lay moaning 
and gasping. He stood back, his face 
streaked with blood which he made no 
effort to wipe away. 

“That, gentlemen, is my wife,” he said. 
“Mad—and the offspring of a mad family, 
to whom the church and the law bind me 
forever without hope of divorce.” He 
turned to me. “And this is what I wished 
to have, this young girl who stands so 
grave and quiet at the mouth of hell. 
Look at the difference—and then judge 
me, you men of the church and of the 
law!” 

I could not stay. I gazed at Edward, not 
in anger but in deepest sorrow and sym- 
pathy, before I left the room. 


}{ OURS later, having made all my prep- 
arations, I came down the stairs to the 
quiet hall. My bag was packed and in my 
hand, I had kissed Adele as she slept. I 
would have wished to leave without say- 
ing farewell to Edward, but that would 
have seemed heartless and unfair. 

He was waiting for me—waiting there 
in the darkest of the shadows, and though 
I needed no explanation I could do nothing 
but listen. 

“Jane, I did not even know her,” he 
pleaded. “I was married at nineteen, in 
Spanish Town, to a bride already courted 
for me. But I married her—gross, grovel- 
ling, mole-eyed blockhead that I was! 
Her vices sprang up fast and rank. I suf- 
fered all the agonies of a man bound to 
a wife at once intemperate and unchaste. 
And I watched her excesses drive her at 
last to madness. I brought her back to 
England—to Thornfield. Jane, I did all 
that God and humanity demanded. And if 
I tried to deceive you, it was only because 
I was searching for some happiness at 
last—not to hurt you, not to hurt anyone 
else. Jane, can you not forgive me?” 

That, at least, I could answer. “I do 
forgive you,” I said, “with my whole 
heart.” 

“And you still love me, Jane?” There 
was a great upsurge of hope in his voice. 

“I do love you—more than ever.” He 
moved to take me in his arms, and I went 
on quickly, “I can say it now, since it is 
for the last time.” 

“No!” he said with a poignancy that 
tore my heart. “Jane, you must not go. 
Stay with me. We would be hurting no- 
body.” 

“We would be hurting ourselves.” 

“If we broke a mere human law?” he 
demanded. 

But I shook my head. “Laws and prin- 
ciples are not for times when there is no 
temptation,” I said. “They are for such 
moments as this.” 

“If you go, what will be left of me? 
Will you not be my comforter, my res- 
cuer? My deep love, my frantic prayer, 
are they nothing to you?” 

It was a knife in my own flesh, but I 
stepped past his outstretched arms. “God 
bless you, my dear,” I whispered. “God 
keep you from harm and wrong.” 

His last despairing call went with me. 
“Jane! Jane! Jane!” 

Over and over. Forever. 


| SHALL not weary you with an account 

of my wanderings. It is enough to say 
that without references or friends it was 
impossible for me to secure another posi- 
tion and at last I returned to the one spot 
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WHY WONDER about what to do and not 
to do on “Difficult” days? The bright little 
booklet ‘‘ As One Girl To Another” gives 
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A book on baby care by the late Allan 
Roy Dafoe, M.D., world’s most famous 
baby doctor. Dr. Dafoe tells you how to 
get the fussy child who won't eat vege- 
tables or drink milk to take to these 
necessary foods—and relish them! Then 
there is the question of the afternoon 
nap ... and the child who won't take 
it. Dr. Dafoe’s sound method for solving 
this complaint is amazing. And if you 
follow the doctor's tricks for training in 
toilet habit, you'll save yourself no end of 
time and work. 


Then Dr. Dafoe gives you valuable sug- 
gestions for preventing diphtheria, infan- 
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tile paralysis, smallpox, scarlet fever, 
tuberculosis and other common ailments. 
He also discusses the nervous child, the 
shy child as well as jealousy in children. 


Dr. Dafoe tells you how to care for your 
children, year-by-year, from the very first 
year through the fifth year. Tells you 
what they should be able to do each 
year—how they should act, talk, walk, 
play, etc. 





The price of this fine, splendid book 
should be in dollars rather than pennies. 
Yet while they hast you can get your 
copy of How to Raise Your Baby for only 
25c and we pay the postage! 
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book of 
nearly 100 
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I had thought never to see again—my 
Aunt Reed's house, Gateshead Hall. 
There I found things greatly changed 
from the days when I had been a child. 
John Reed, the cousin who had so tor- 
mented me, was dead, dead by his own 
hand after he had gambled away his own 
fortune and then his mother’s. My aunt 
herself lay at death’s door as a result of 
the stroke she had suffered at news of the 
tragedy. She was desperately in need of 
comfort and companionship and I found it 
in my heart to supply them throughout 
the few months which were all she had 
left to live. 

Once I had hated her, but in the wasted 
form of this woman there was little to re- 
mind me of the harsh aunt who had neg- 
lected and mistreated me. Instead, I pitied 
her and was content to serve her. 


S once before, when I was most alone, I 

had one friend—my old benefactor, Dr. 
Rivers, who was still at Lowood, a few 
miles from Gateshead. He was wise 
enough not to inquire into my reasons for 
leaving Thornfield and kind enough to 
see me now and then and thus let me 
know that outside the darkened sickroom 
the world still went on its way. When 
my aunt died he helped me make all the 
final arrangements. 

And the day after the funeral he asked 
me to marry him. 

“I’ve nothing to offer you, Jane,” he 
confessed. “No money or position. No 
extraordinary talents or dazzling pros- 
pects. Nothing but the hardest of hard 
lives and this thing I’ve got in my heart— 
this devotion, this immeasurable tender- 
ea 

I lifted my eyes to his face—not a 
handsome face, but so very kind, so very 
good. Before I could speak, he smiled. 
“Don’t answer now, Jane. It wouldn’t be 
fair to yourself—or perhaps to me either. 
I'll ride over again tomorrow. Tonight 
you must search your heart.” 

Ah, I thought when he had gone, I might 
search and search, but only one thing 
would I ever find—a longing for Edward, 
a need for him. For long hours, that 
night, I sat alone in my room, while a 
storm gathered outside, trying to find the 
path of honesty and rightness. It was 
wrong for me to marry Edward, whom I 
loved—but was it any less wrong to 
marry Dr. Rivers, whom I did not love 
except as a dear friend? 

While I pondered, I walked to the win- 
dow. The gale had risen, low clouds were 
overhead and every few minutes the sur- 
roundings were lit by flashes of brilliant 
lightning. But still, above the noise of the 
storm, I heard another sound, one that 
called to me in pain and woe, wildly, 
eerily, urgently. 

“Jane! Jane! Jane!” 

And now I knew—I was sure. It could 
not be wrong. No need so great, so pow- 
erful, could have evil in its satisfaction. 


jt was late the next afternoon when I 
came to Thornfield Hall—but a Thorn- 
field so starkly changed. Where the man- 
sion had stood so proudly were blackened 
ruins. Its ground were choked with new 
weeds; where there had been a gentle lawn 
sheep now grazed. Wherever I looked 
were desolation and oncoming decay— 
even in the person of the aged and totter- 
ing man who guarded the sheep. 

He saw me gazing blankly about and 
came to my side. 

“What—happened?” I breathed. 

“Fire broke out at dead o’ night,” he 
told me. “Not supposed to know how, but 
folk guessed. Truth is there was a woman 
kept up there in the tower, a madwoman, 
and she started the fire. Mr. Edward’s 
own wife, she was, and did her best to 
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burn him to death. But he runs up and 
tries to save her. All the house blazing, 
mind you—and she, there on the roof, 
waving her arms and laughing. We was 
all looking up at her and when Mr. Ed- 
ward comes near her, to help her down, 
she yells and runs from him and the next 
minute she’s lying out there, smashed on 
the pavement.” 

He told the story with infinite relish, 
nodding and grimacing, but still he had left 
out what I most wanted to know. I hardly 
could ask: 

“And Mr. Edward?” 

“Ay, he’s alive. He packed that little 
French ward of his off to Paris and lives 
alone in the Lodge. He’s alive. But many 
think he had better be dead.” Abruptly, 
he turned and left me. 

I walked into the sunset, toward the 
little Lodge near the gates. It looked poor 
and shabby as I approached; no curtains 
were at the windows, no smoke rising 
from the chimney. The door stood ajar. 

Trembling with fear at what I might see, 
I went inside. There was an untidy, lit- 
tered room, a table at which a man sat 
alone. It was Edward—unshaven, un- 
combed, dressed in a dirty suit. At the 
sound of my step he lifted his eyes to the 
doorway—but they were blank, unseeing. 
He was blind. 

“Oh, Edward, Edward!” I sobbed, falling 
to my knees beside him. 

“Jane!” His hand touched mine, went 
from there to my face and my hair. “Her 
very fingers,” he said wonderingly. “Her 
small slight fingers. Her hair. Her flower- 
soft face.” 

“And her heart too, Edward—” 

His arms went out to clasp me to him, 
then suddenly they dropped. 

“I can’t exploit your pity,” he said in 
his old harsh way. 

“My pity?” I cried, aghast. 

“You’re young. You can’t stay here,” 
he insisted, “wasting your life on the 
mere wreckage of a man!” 

The tears streamed down my face. 
“Don’t send me away,” I begged. “Please 
don’t send me away.” 

“Do you think I want to let you go?” 
he asked in agony. 

I did not answer, for no answer was 
needed. Instead, I smoothed away the 
uncombed hair from his forehead, mur- 
muring, “Goodness—this shaggy mane of 
yours!” 

“Am I hideous, Jane?” 

“Very, sir,” I told him. “You always 
were, you know.” 

My heart leaping with joy, I heard his 
laughter. With God’s help, and love’s help, 
I should hear that laughter each day from 
now on, for all the rest of my life. 

THE END 


BIOSIS IOS SSIS IOS IOS 
Tune in the 
BLUE NETWORK 
Every day 
Monday through Friday 
3:15 to 3:45 P.M. (EWT) 


LISTEN TO—"MY TRUE STORY" 


—a new and different story every 
day. Stories about the lives of 
real people; their problems, their 
loves, their adventures—presented 
in cooperation with the editors of 
True Story magazine. Check your 
local newspaper for local time of 
this— 


BLUE NETWORK PRESENTATION 





















NSSORPISISIAIOMASI SITIO ONS IS BORE 


For a Skin to stir Male Hearts 
try my WBN 


RITA HAYWORTH, STARRING IN “‘THE COVER GIRL,“ A COLUMBIA PICTURE 


2 ” vv 2 ' j i ; . ae 7 


re 


% 


. th: 
N Says Rita Haywor _ i 
e 
" ny of us in Hollywood go peo ag freed \ 
So many tine every night that W an 
sy ola BLN.C. is short for. - - Pe 


name for it. W. - 5 
*Woodbury Beauty Night Cap. —_ 
Woodbury Cold naeerige ool 
—an 
j eam away- Then pat on yeapene Ag 
pono Seawitl a trace of the rich 02 pieoeee 
in : : 
again, smooth on Woodbury Cold eet Se oe 
rs y easent® start their beauty acti 
ingr 
luscious new 


hness. And an 
ess smoot 

j So tent acts constantly to purify 
exclusive ing 

the cream in the jars 


helping guard against 
plemish-causing germs 


First, cleanse with 


from dust, soiled fingers. 


111 do some pulse- 

the W.B.N.C.—you ©” Woodbury 

Tonight yoy Big economy — 10¢ sizes. 
stirring a 51.28, 75¢. Also 50¢, 25¢5 

Cold Creal, : 





WOODBURY 


_ave a ! 4a C 0 LD C R EA M 
no 2 Lhe Complete Pieauly Cream 


COLD CREAM ¥ 


Nati 





99 













New under-arm 


Cream Deodorant 
safely 


Stops Perspiration 


a ~~” oF 


uaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 


@ OLFECTIVE OF 
Las Aoveansto races 


1. Does not harm dresses, or men’s 
shirts. Does not irritate skin. 

2. No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 

3. Safely stops perspiration for 1 
to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, keeps armpits dry. 

4. A pure white, greaseless, stainless 
vanishing cream. 

S. Arrid has been awarded the Seal of 
Approval of the American Institute 
of Laundering, forbeing harmlessto 
fabrics. Use Arrid regularly. 


{Also in 10¢ and 59¢ jars) 
At any store which sells toilet goods 


WOMEN KNOW THE SECRET 


. . - headaches, neuralgic and mus- 
cular pains usually yield promptly 
to the quick-acting ingredients in 
“BC” Headache Powder. 10¢ and 
a5¢ packages at all drug stores. 
Use only as directed. 


cor A EADACHES 


euralgic and Muscular pains 


100 





| "Appointment In Berlin" 











(Continued from page 53) after all manner 
of conferences and the most constant and 
specialized supervision, they still wished 
they had done many things otherwise. 
And later when they built the Queen 
Elizabeth they provided for these changes. 
Nevertheless, they still weren’t satisfied 
when she was afloat.” 


UN streams into the Sanders house 

through windows which overlook the 
garden, the swimming pool and the tennis 
court. Most of the furniture is oversize 
to accommodate George’s man-size mea- 
surements. Susan, incidentally, is five feet 
six inches and weighs a scant one hundred 
and twenty-four. 

The cottage door of the Sanders house 
swings wide to their neighbors, friends 
and family but closes austerely upon the 
curious and the uninvited. Susan Sanders 
has no intimates in her neighborhood and, 
apparently, doesn’t wish any. However, 
she’s friendly and active enough in neigh- 
borhood affairs, particularly Red Cross. 
Those who work with her comment always 
upon the quiet, able way in which she 
assists at whatever must be done. 

Occasionally George and Susan spend an 
evening at Bill Jordan’s “Bar of Music,” a 
quiet little spot within walking distance of 
their home which features intimate enter- 
tainment. George and Susan never go to 
film parties together. Indeed, George rarely 
goes alone. 

“I decided when I first came to Holly- 
wood,” he says, “that it was useless to go to 
a party unless you could reasonably expect 
a good time. I looked around at all the Has- 
beens and Would-bes who work so hard 
being charming and amusing at parties. 
What happened to them as a result? Noth- 
ing! Casting is done at the studios, not at 
parties!” 


HE talks, willingly enough, about every- 
thing but his private life. 

There was the hopeful interviewer who 
suggested that he give one story about his 
marriage—only suspected at the time—and 
thus stop the reporters who were begin- 
ning to hound him on this score. 

George grinned. “Oh no,” he said. “Once 
I admitted I was married the divorce 
rumors would start! Then you’d be hound- 
ing me for statements as to whether or 
not those rumors were true.” 

Those with any right to know whether 
or not George was married have known 


The Strictly Private Life of George Sanders 


from the beginning. His friends knew. 
His family knew. So did the bookkeeping 
department at the studio. Perforce! A 
few months ago when George was sent to 
New York his expenses, paid by the studio, 
included daily telephone calls to his wife 
who remained at home. Also, for the past 
three years, his income tax returns have, 
of course, clearly indicated his status. 

But with the press and the public and 
his professional acquaintances it’s been 
another story. The few interviewers he 
likes well enough to see at his home have 
been puzzled, more than once, by the at- 
tractive young woman who brought in 
refreshments and then left the room with- 
out George’s introducing her or, in fact, 
recognizing her presence by word or look. 

Even the statements George has made 
about romance have veered on the non- 
committal side. “You can’t tell whether a 
romance is good or bad until it’s over,” 
he has said. “Should you quit a romance 
at the wrong time—for any reason—you’d 
undoubtedly take a licking. Just as you’d 
take a licking if you sold stock shares at 
the wrong time!” 

If George had any wish to be a spot- 
lighted personality he would, of course, 
conduct himself differently—and not have 
gotten so far. But always he has made 
it clear he has no intention of ceasing to be 
the person he is by virtue of birth and 
environment and experience in order to 
adjust to the usual movie-star pattern. 


THIS, in itself, makes George the fruit of 
his family tree. It’s like the Sanders to 
be as insular as their native Britain. They 
lived in Russia from the reign of Catherine 
the Great until the Revolution without 
ever absorbing any of the volatile Russian 
spirit, retaining their British identity al- 
ways. 

George, who was born in Russia in 1906 
(this makes him thirty-seven—and, speak- 
ing of age, his draft status is 3A), grew up 
determined to be an inventor. He went 
to the Manchester Technical School, fol- 
lowing Brighton College, and he has three 
swimming toys to his credit. However, 
quick to realize an inventor had small 
chance of making enough money to support 
a pleasant existence, he decided to seek 
work which would bring him income 
enough to live comfortably, grow individu- 
ally and finance the experiments he would 
make in his spare time. 

In turn he pretended to work at a desk 
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in a Manchester cotton spinning mill, 
opened a cotton brokerage with a friend, 
spent six months in Denmark and four 
years in Patagonia traveling for a tobacco 
company and engaged in advertising. 

Several sinecures presented themselves. 
But his clear vision and his realistic point 
of view—two of his most outstanding char- 
acteristics—prompted him to turn them 
down. “Sinecures are not advantageous,” 
he says. “They don’t last. Consequently 
they oblige you to start all over again.” 

It was the well-known depression, res- 
ponsible for many changes in many lives, 
which brought George to the theater. A 
producer of revues heard him sing naughty 
songs at a private party and offered him 
a bit in his show. Not being busy at the 
time, George accepted. And before too 
long that competitive spirit which makes 
him want to progress and be the best at 
whatever he is doing brought him the suc- 
cess he knows today. 

He continues his experiments exactly as 
he planned. Many of the fantastic model 
planes he builds crash on their maiden 
flights. But he keeps on anyway. Occa- 
sionally he has a real success. He and his 
brother, Tom Conway (The Falcon), who 
was formerly a yacht-builder, laugh up- 
roariously whenever they talk about a 
boat Tom built according to George’s ideas. 
Everyone expected it to turn out disas- 
trously. Instead, providing many of the 
comforts upon which George dotes, it sold 
—after they had tired of it—for a hand- 
some profit. 


THERE has been considerable mystery 

about George’s family too. It’s under- 
standable enough that he will not mention 
his sister who married a gentleman high 
in the Nazi command—to the great distress 
of her family. It’s even said he went to 
Europe in a final secret attempt to dissuade 
her. But he’s also refused to talk of the 
other members of his family, without rea- 
son. When his mother and father and 
brother came to California a few years 
after he was successfully established here 
they lived at his Laguna house. Few in 
Hollywood ever saw any of them until first 
Tom and then his father engaged upon 
movie careers. 

George is as wise as a sage but he’s never 
pedantic, heavy, stuffy. He’s a casual cos- 
mopolite who laughs at life with quiet 
amusement and invariably manages to do 
the best he can for himself under what- 
ever conditions prevail. 

Witness his giving up being an inventor 
to become a movie star because actors are 
—as he says—ridiculously overpaid... . 

Witness his realistic attitude about 
Hollywood parties. .. . 

Witness his deciding the Falcon pictures 
were typing him, robbing him of plum 
roles and inveigling RKO into putting his 
brother who looks very much like him 
and sounds exactly like him—into his role 
in this series, thus scoring two coups... . 

Witness his suggesting that his father, a 
distinguished-looking man with the charm 
of his sons and a rope-manufacturer in 
Russia before he built yachts in England, 
play his father in “Appointment In Ber- 
lin.” 


When the remuneration is sufficient the 
Sanders men step into the limelight will- 
ingly. Not the Sanders women, however. 
They remain in the home where George 
genuinely believes women belong and are 
happiest. His mother, Margaret Kolbe 
Sanders, who was a fine horticulturist in 
England, is little known in Hollywood. And 
immediately George came into Susan Lar- 
son’s life, she disappeared from the studios 
and public view, finally becoming the lead- 
ing lady in what until now has been the 
George Sanders marriage mystery. 

THE Enp 





















Poor girl! She completely skipped 

the best years of her life... the 
romantic years...’cause she never gave 
her natural youth and beauty a chance 
to bloom! And she was oh, so lonely! 
*Twas all her face powder’s fault... 
for its shade was dead and lifeless... 
and added years to her age! How sad... 








But then, smart girl, she tried Cashmere Bouquet 
Face Powder...in the glamorous new youthful 
shades...that are matched to the vibrant, glowing 
skin tones of youth! What a difference! And what a 
discovery for you...for there’s an alluring new shade 
of Cashmere Bouquet to enhance the natural, youthful 
coloring of your complexion, too...no matter what 
your age! 





And now she’s young again...and loved... 
thanks to that smooth, downy look and the 
color of youth that Cashmere Bouquet Powder 
gives her! And this new Cashmere Bouquet is 
always color-true, never streaky... color-harmon- 
ized to suit your skin-type...goes on smoothly, 


stays on smoothly, for hours! 


Discover the young glamour of your 
complexion with these new youthful 
shades of Cashmere Bouquet! There’s a 
shade that’s perfect for you...in 10¢ 


size or larger, at all cosmetic counters. 





aSHMERE Bouguet 


FACE POWDER 
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A Career Girl Falls in Love... 





Once her heart had been hurt. Bruised beyond repair, thought this 
cool, cultured girl. So she went 
her way, free of love’s entanglements, an independent bachelor girl, 
until she met Mike. Mike was everything she had shunned in a man, 
but when the crisis finally came she saw the handwriting on the wall 


A splendid story 


No more would she believe in love. 


read, “You love him—you love, you love him.” 
of a great love, born from strength of character, and a woman’s self- 
lessness makes “Bachelor Lady” one of the finest true stories in the 
September issue of True Story Magazine. Don’t miss it! 

Big Sister is another fine story of a girl whose life was wrapped 
around her young brother. When he joined the marines she suffered as a 
mother would and when he married she thought life had ended. She found 
though that life was just beginning and a true love routed loneliness. A stirring 
novelette, complete in the September TRuE Story Magazine. 


Veteran of Twenty. A love story of young people. It’s brother 
against brother in love with the same girl. You love it for its dash of romance, 


its heartbeat of youth and a bluejacket for the hero. Complete in September 


True Story Magazine. 
PLUS: Other compelling stories of love and 


romance taken straight from the pages of life— 
complete novelettes, short stories, and a long 
book length true novel and a dozen or more 
entertaining and helpful departments. Don’t risk 
disappointment— 


Get your copy today 


September 


True Story 


RADIO DRAMAS: Did you know that there’s a complete 


half hour of radio dramas selected straight from your favorite stories in 
True Story Magazine on the radio every afternoon? Tune in My True 
Story, a Blue Network Presentation at 3:15 P.M. EWT any weekday 
afternoon for this added pleasure. 














My Unfinished Love Story 


(Continued from page 61) Anyhow, when 
I saw him I thought I was going to faint. 
If ever I acted, it was at that moment on 
the threshold of his room—when I finally 
got a smile pinned on my face and lied, 
“Sid, you’re looking fine!” 

So that was one experience we went 
through together—his long hospitalization 
and then his weeks of recuperation. Dur- 
ing those recuperation weeks, I might add, 
I was his chauffeur—on my A card! I 
taught him gin rummy, too, and we’d play 
it by the hour together, with him winning. 
And Id try to cook healthful dinners for 
him—but you have to be awfully hungry 
to enjoy my cooking! 


ANOTHER experience we had was our 
unorthodox Christmas, so unusual a 
Christmas that I'll wager most couples in 
love never have one like it. 

He was in Fort Worth at an airfield, you 
see; and I was in Mexico City on a per- 
sonal-appearance tour. So I flew into Fort 
Worth Christmas Day and he met me at 
the plane—loaded down with Christmas 
gifts for me (all of them Indian rings, belts 
and bracelets he’d bought in Fort Worth!). 
Ill never forget that Christmas dinner. 
Instead of sitting over the turkey with 
the family at home, we dined with six 
hundred pilots at the air training school 
there! And when dinner was over, I re- 
member Sid and I took in Claudette Col- 
bert’s “Palm Beach Story” at the camp 
theater and then Sid put me on the plane 
for Hollywood. After that air-minded day 
it wasn’t just Santa Claus I didn’t believe 
in—I didn’t believe in Christmas, either! 

Between Experiences with a capital E, 
Sid and I have had the usual adjustments 
to make to each other. Or maybe unusual 
adjustments—after all, ours is the story 
of an Actress and an Aviator. Both of us 
are careerists and one of us, I soon real- 
ized, had to take an interest in the other’s 
career. That meant me. 

Frankly, when Sid first began dragging 
me to parties composed entirely of avia- 
tors I was bored to death. I had no idea 
what they were talking about or why. 
Then one evening after I had spent five 
solid hours listening to Sid talk aviation 
with fifteen other fliers I sat down and had 
a little chat with myself. I said, “Lynn 
Bari, you have your choice: Either you die 
of boredom with his friends or you learn 
something about their interests.” 

Result: I studied up on flying and now 
I’m fascinated with it. In fact, I’m going 
to Las Vegas and learn to fly on my first 
long rest between pictures. And after the 
war, I’m seriously buying a plane. 


[VE also made a few other adjustments. 

The Hat Adjustment was the biggest 
blow to my vanity. Sid can’t stand my 
wonderful, dizzy headgear, so my friends 
are now wearing my hats and I’m going 
without. And then there was the Furni- 
ture Adjustment. You see, I began yearn- 
ing for a home of my own again, so I 
bought George Montgomery’s house when 
he left for the Army. An empty house 
means furniture, of course, and I began 
happily buying things—until Sid started 
objecting to half my ideas and insisted on 
telling me his. Now we save battles by 
shopping together. 

Of course, he’s had a few adjustments, 
too. One of them is getting used to my 
disappearing on endless personal appear- 
ance tours and Army shows, which have 
me hopping up and down the West Coast 
continually. Another is the No-Servant-So 
Why-Not-Sid? Adjustment—which means 
he’s been lawn-mowing, carrying out 
trash and even occasionally answering 
my phone when I’m gone for a few hours. 































7 Now!don’t dread 
“That Time” of the Month 


Periodic functional pains don’t worry me now. 
Thanks to those grand new Chi-Ches-Ters Pills! 
My druggist tells me the reason they’re so effec- 
tive is because of a special ingredient which is 
intended to help relieve the tension that causes 
functional distress. It works by helping to relax 
the affected part—not merely by deadening pain. 
The new Chi-Ches-Ters contain an added iron 
factor, too, intended to act as a tonic on your 
blood. Try the new Chi-Ches-Ters Pills on your 
“difficult days.” Ask your druggist tomorrow for 
a 50c size and follow directions on the package. 


CHI-CHES-TERS PILLS 


For relief from “periodic functional distress” 


BIRTHSTONE 
Smart, new, dainty 
Yellow Gold plate 
RING 2223 


parkling simu- 
lated Birthstone correct for your 
birth date—GIVEN for selling only 
5 boxes of Gold Crown Spot Re- 
mover and Cleaner at 25c each. 
Send name and address today for 
S order. We trust you. Many feel 

‘ it’s lucky to wear their birthstone. 
GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS, Dept. 47E, Jefferson, lowa 


FREE ENLARGEMENT 


Just to get acquainted with 
new customers, we will beautifully enlarge 
one snapshot print or negative, photo or 
picture to 8x10 inches—FREE—if you en- 
close this ad. (10c for handling and return 
mailing appreciated.) Information on hand 
tinting in natural colors sent immediately. 
Your original returned with your free en- 
largement. Send it today. 

GEPPERT STUDIOS, Dept, 546, Des Moines, la. 


POLLEN TIC ATTACKS % 


ASTHMATIC ATTACKS 


THE SEVERITY of Bronchial Asth- 
matic attacks, intensified by pollen- 
laden air, may be reduced at this 
season of the year...use Dr. R. Schiffmann’s 
Asthmador just as thousands have done for 70 
years. The aromatic fumes help make breathing 
easier ...aid in clearing the head. - bring more 
restful nights of sleeping. At druggists i in powder, 
cigarette or pipe-mixture form. Or write for free 


or of all three to 
OR. R. SCHIFFMANN’S , Schiffmann Co., Dept. 


ASTHMADOR M. 2, Los Angeles 31, Cal. 


“The Work 


| Love’ 
AND $25to$35 A WEEK! 


“I'm a TRAINED PRACTICAL 
NURSE, and thankful to 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF 
NURSING for training me, 





































>. 


at home, in my spare 
time, for this well-paid, 
dignified work.” 
YOU can become a nurse, too! Thousands of men 
and women, 18 to 60, have studied this thorough, 
home-study course. Lessons are easy to understand 
and high school educati not y. Many 
earn as they learn—Mrs. R. W. of Mich. earned 
$25 a week while still studying. Endorsed by phy- 
sicians. Easy tuition payments. Uniform and 
1 d. 44th year. Send coupon now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Dept. 189, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, Ill. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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He doesn’t know it yet, but the Tiger 
Skin Rug Adjustment is just around the 
bend, too! But let me explain: Right 
after I bought my lovely, light new house 
with its gay appointments, Sid called up 
and proudly told me he had a surprise 
present he was bringing me. It was a sur- 
prise, all right! It’s a huge tiger skin rug, 
sent him as a gift from a flyer friend in 
Calcutta. 

He considers it a thing of rare beauty 
and keeps wanting to know where I'll put 
it in the house. That’s an adjustment IH 
have to make with care. 

But all of these adjustments are minor. 
The major thing is that we get along 
beautifully, which always surprises me 
when two people come from such opposite 
worlds. 

I’m a minister's daughter, you see. 
I spent my childhood in Virginia and 
Boston and I started acting in movies at 
thirteen. The last ten years of my life 
have been spent right at Twentieth 
Century-Fox Studios, where I’m under 
contract. Meanwhile, while I’ve been con- 
centrating on cameras, Sid shot right 
from his New York schooling into an air- 
plane and he’s been in one ever since. 
Before he became a test pilot at Douglas, 
he spent years in the Royal Canadian Air 
Force. I should know, because I’m silly 
enough about him to be wearing his RCAF 
identification chain around my wrist! 

Anyway, if you think of us, think of us 
laughing. Or think of me lounging in the 
sun frowning over Sid’s aviation maga- 
zines—and him near me yawning over my 
Shakespeare! Or think of me listening to 
his speeches on flying—and him listening 
(which no one else will do!) to my sing- 
ing. 

But mainly, think of us laughing. And 
remember that the end of this year should 
find an ending to this story ... though 
until then it must remain unfinished. 


HUTIVNTOVANUUTAU EEUU AAU 


ROX 
*) / } promised 


last month to bring you in 
this issue Hedda Hopper's 
inside revelations on “The 
Most Misunderstood Stars 
In Hollywood." But after 
we had sent the article to the 
printer the news of Veronica 
Lake's separation from her 
husband came to us. So in 
order to bring you the latest 
word from Hollywood we 
persuaded Miss Hopper, who 
has been very close to the 
situation, to do the story at 
once. This means you will 
have "The Most Misunder- 
stood Stars in Hollywood" 
next month without fail— 


“py l he promise! 
PERIL 
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QUIT 
WORRYING 


about Vitamins 
and Minerals! 

















|, hapa of people have found a way to 
get all the extra vitamins and minerals 
they need—without worrying—without resort- 
ing to expensive vitamin pills or capsules. 
They simply drink 2 glasses of new improved 
Ovaltine every day. 

For Ovaltine is one of the richest sources of 
vitamins and minerals in the world. In fact, if 
youjustdrinktwo glasses of Ovaltineaday—and 
eat three average-good meals including fruit 
juice—you get all the vitamins and minerals 
you can profitably use for health, according to 
experts—unless you’re really sick and should 
be under a doctor’s care. 

So why worry about vitamins and minerals? 
Rely on this economical way to get all the 
extra vitamins and minerals you can use— 
along with the many other well-known bene- 
fits of Ovaltine. Why not get it today, at your 
grocery or drug store? 


OVALTINE 


THE PROTECTING FOOD-DRINK 








GRAY HAIR 
KILLS 
ROMANCE 


You know that’s true, yet 
you're afraid to color your 
hair! Afraid it’s too difficult, 
afraid of hurting hair’s lustre 
—afraid your hair will look 
“dyed”. 

These fears are needless! 
Today at drug or department 
stores, you can buy Mary T. 
Goldman Hair Coloring 
Preparation. Beautifies gray 
hair so gradually closest 
friends won’t guess. Pro- 
nounced harmless by medical 
authorities. No skin test 
needed. Economical, easy to 
use. Buy a bottle today on 
money-back guarantee. Or 
mail the coupon below for a 
free trial kit. 





i T. Goldman Co., 7657 Goldman Bldg. 
Saint Paul, Minnesota. Send free test kit. Color checked. 


O Black 0 Dark Brown 0 Light Brown 
O Medium Brown 0 Blonde () Auburn 
PIN 5.5: 5k cialaeal kawea ned: braidic ental care eee 
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NO DULL 
DRAB HAIR 


When You Use This Amazing 
4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON 

will do all of these 4 important things 

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 
1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 

LOVALON does not permanently dye 

or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, 

in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 

At stores which sell toilet goods 


25¢ for 5 rinses 
10¢ for 2 rinses 
















Show Friends Newest 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Sell the ig Sorgeous now ew **Doliar *21e 

Pays you up 50c 

Complete line fost selling Gesortmente— 

veryday Cards. Also Personal 

4s Cars is with name 50 for $1. No experience 
coded. na dompies on approval, Writ 

CHAS. c. SCHWER CO., Dept.m-: Westfield, Mass. 


DON'T “WHITTLE” 
WARTIME CORNS 


Extra walking 
means extra pain 


. unless you get 
after corn “core” 


ake Religious, Gite Wraps, E 





















ITH gas rationing, 

extra walkingisapt 
to make corns bigger, 
more painful. Don’t 
“whittle!” Home-paring 
removes only the top, | 
leaves the “core” in your 
toe. Blue-Jay Medicated 
Corn Plasters work while 
you walkto soften, loosen 
corn so it may be easily 
removed.* Get Blue-Jay 
today! Costs so little. 


BLUE 
JAY. 


Pat. Of. 


* Stubborn cases may require 
more than one application 








Division of The Kendall Company 














Case against Chaplin 


(Continued from page 35) golden oppor- 
tunity both fighting for the very kind of 
liberty and pursuit of happiness he has 
always enjoyed, Charlie Chaplin has 
chosen to sit by rather than give his serv- 
ices. For all we have given him in this 
nation he has returned us not one laugh 
since the need of humanity called us to 
battle after Pearl Harbor. 

We are reminded of the striking con- 
trast between him and another little 
English clown, whose early story was 
much the same as Chaplin’s but the end, 
oh so different. Stanley Lupino—father of 
Ida—who knew as Chaplin did what it was 
to go hungry in the streets of London 
when he was young. Knew what it was 
to turn his gift for making people laugh 
into stardom and fortune. 

While the bombs fell upon London dur- 
ing those long dreadful days and nights 
of the Battle of Britain, Stanley Lupino 
was up there on the stage making people 
laugh so loud they couldn’t hear the 
scream of bombs. And when the curtain 
went down Stanley Lupino put on his 
helmet and went out to his duties as an 
air raid warden. All England remembers 
and always will that Stanley Lupino was 
killed at his post by a German bomb. 


OLLYWOOD, however, is not without 

its record of a great comedian today. 
Nobody has ever thought to call Bob 
Hope a genius and I daresay he would 
not like it much if they did. Well, if 
Hollywood’s Bob Hope has missed a laugh 
he could bring us since this war began I 
don’t know how or when or where, do 
you? If there is a camp he could get to, 
a soldier or sailor or marine he could 
entertain, an hour he could devote to 
laughter for our people and he failed to 
find it all—I’ll be surprised. Actually, it 
is Bob Hope who represents this genera- 
tion of Hollywood laugh makers as king, 
and of him Hollywood can be proud, be- 
lieve me. 

When you think of Hollywood in war 
time you can think of Bob Hope and Bing 
Crosby and Abbott and Costello, of Carole 
Lombard and Captain Clark Gable and 
Lieutenant Commander Robert Mont- 
gomery and Bette Davis of the Holly- 
wood Canteen and Betty Grable and 
Dorothy Lamour and all the troupers 
who have never faltered from any chance 
to serve. 

It has been said that Hollywood is 
afraid of this Chaplin case. I don’t think 
so. I think it is sick and sorry and 
ashamed. Through all his years it has 
allowed him to remain on the throne. He 
has been Hollywood’s one authentic 
genius, and Hollywood has been proud of 
the recognition given him by the great. 
It is very difficult to cast out the man who 
has been hailed as a genius. Hollywood 
as a whole wants to turn away its eyes 
and weep at the spectacle of their genius, 
their great artist. 

I think it is necessary that we forget 
Charlie Chaplin, as we must forget the 
others who have failed the great task. 
He doesn’t belong to wartime Hollywood. 

“I must have peace, I must be let 
alone!” cried Mr. Chaplin beside his swim- 
ming pool. 

Who is Charlie Chaplin that he out of 
all this war-torn world dare demand 
peace? 

I don’t think we can give Mr. Chaplin 
peace. 

But his other request it is within our 
power to grant. Sadly, but without bitter- 
ness. 

We can let him alone. 

THE ENpD 








PAPER DOYLIES . 


Set appetizing wartime 
tables, yet save laundry 
soap, fuel, and time . .. 
as well as linens and cotton. 












MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOS 
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Sell CHRISTMAS CARDS 


New “PRIZE”’ "New, am Assortment 
Fastest seller. New, 
4 greetings. 
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LEARN NURSING AT HOME 


Earn while learning— Opportunities everywhere 
65, 000 NURSES NEEQED 

to fill vacancies created by Natioral Emer- 

gency—Easy lessons followed by 6 months 


“hs ive FREE HOSPITAL TRAINING 
7 oy (optional) High school not necessary. No 
age limit. — for FREE ‘ 


ws and 9 socapie apie Leeson pages. Act e 


160 N Nu. Wacker Drive » Mi 


gy) tet" RING 
WHILE THEY LAST— 


vw Sterling 
Silver WEDDING RING set with 
sparkling, fiery Simulated Dia- 
monds in the beauty of white 


“Nursing Facts”’ 
Act now! 
School of bay ~~ 
nots 
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ga ackage Solid SEND 
erfume included free if you order te] 
immediatel s NO MONEY MONEY 
with order, just name and ring ize. 


Pay $1.29 Yr Cy Fe few conte | for tax and 
Wear on 10 s’ y-back cuara 
EMPIRE DIAMOND co. Dept. 27. ow. SEFFERSON, IOWA 





Black, Brown, Auburn ¢ 
or Blonde ‘ 


This remarkable CAKE discovery, TINTZ 

Hair Tinting Shampoo, washes out dirt, vA 
loose dandruff, grease, as it safely gives 

that fairly glows with life and lustre. Don’t 





hair a real smooth natural appearing tint 


put up with faded, dull, burnt, off-color hair 
a minute longer, for TINTZ Cake works gradual . 


. each shampoo 
leaves your hair more colorful, lovelier, softer, easier to manage. 


No dyed look. Won’t hurt permanents. Get 
today in Black, Light, Medium and Dark 
Brown, Auburn or Blonde. 50c, 2 for $1.00. AS IT WASHES 

Just pay postman plus post- 
SEND NO MON age on our positive assur- 
ance of satisfaction in 7 days or your money back. (We pay postage 
if remittance comes with the order). Don’t wait — get TINTZ today. 


TINTZ COMPANY, Dept .1-C, 215 N. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILL. 
ALSO ON SALE AT WALGREEN'S AND LEADING DEPARTMENT, DRUG AND 10c STORES 


LYour-Skhin DARK 
DULL, ROUGH? 


P Lef Nadinola, the Sway treatment cream, 
help tnake it Lighter Brightor Smoother 


Don’t give in to unlovely skin! Try famous 
Nadinola Cream, used and praised by thou- 
sands of lovely women. Nadinola is a 3-way 
treatment cream that acts to lighten and 
brighten dark, dull skin—clear up externally 
caused pimples—fade freckles—loosen 
blackheads, as directed, its special 
medicated ingredients help to clear and 
freshen your skin—to it creamy- 
white, satin-smooth. Start today to im- 
rove your complexion —buy Nadinola 
ull fey jar only 55¢, 
sumrantesi trial size 10¢. 
» Paris, Tenn. 























ream! 
with ag oe 
Or write Nadinola, Dept. 2 





All about Anne 


(Continued from page 55) I saw Gabin 
walking across the studio lot, I almost 
wrecked my car from excitement. A fan? 


Of course. It’s normal to be a fan, isn’t it? | ! 


I don’t like cats at all. I am afraid of 
them. They’re selfish and cold. To some 
people, they are little kittens, cuddly. To | 
me they are leopards. I have a feeling they | 
are sneering at me. Anything that crawls 
also revolts me. 

My real name is Anne Baxter. I was 
adamant about keeping my real name for | 
7 screen. Because of Dad, I am proud | 
of it. 





nium readings. Hypnosis simply fascinates 
me. And I’m so superstitious I’m ashamed 
of it. Three on a match and there is one 
less in a room—me. 

I chew gum. Three packs to a movie. 
Also have an unfortunate habit of opening 
crinkly candy bars in picture shows. Id 
love to look like Katharine Hepburn. You 
know—long, lean and hungry-looking. In- 
stead of which I am five feet four, weigh 
112 pounds, have hazel eyes and hair eu- 
phemiously described as “chestnut” and 
look cream-fed. 


| GO out quite a lot. I love to dance and 


talk. I love to do things on the spur of 
the moment. I’m an extrovert, but defi- 
nitely. 


I had my first date when I was twelve. 
It was with Elmer Mayer, the fat boy 
of the neighborhood, and we went to 
a fancy-dress Hallowe’en party. I was 
dressed up fit to kill, but Elmer made no 
concessions to the costume party whatso- 
ever and none to me. All he did was eat. 
So I went home, alone, at ten o’clock. 
Which might have given me a distaste for 
romance and the Stronger Sex, but didn’t 
because. . . 

... at the age of fifteen, I had my first 
kiss. The boy’s name was John. He 
was an apprentice at the Cape Playhouse 
at Cape Cod where I was playing in sum- 
mer stock. We had gone for a long auto- 
mobile ride. It was my first experience 
with romance .and moonlight. When he 
kissed me, I was speechless. But I liked it. 

Most of the boys I go out with in Holly- 
wood no one would know. They are not 
in pictures. And I would not, definitely 
would not, marry an actor. Someone sym- 
pathetic to my profession, yes; someone in 
it, no. I feel protective about marriage. 
This is because my parents have been 
married for twenty-five years. It has been 
something to watch. Also, I have known 
girls with divorced parents and hope never 
to do that to my children. Of which I hope 
to have three, two boys and a girl. 


| LOVE to give big parties but haven’t 
enough money to give them as I think 
they should be given. Costume parties, for 
example, I’m mad about. Or a _ waltz 
party, in a charming, old-world room, with 
mirrored walls and candlelight. 

What I do, or did before point rationing, 
was have a few people in for dinner, which 
I prepared myself—madriliene with sherry, 
Saratoga lamb chops wrapped together, 
buttered wild rice, peas and corn cooked 
together, cherries jubilee, coffee and cor- 
dials. The whole trick is getting everything 
to come out at the same time. I would 
really like to make cookery, especially 
fine wine cookery, a hobby after the war. 

Nowadays I like to have friends come 
over Sunday afternoons for a good talk— 
that isn’t rationed! 

I am frantically ambitious. That buds 
from the stem of my parents’ precepts, 
“Whatever you do, you have to do it well.” 
I don’t care about the big-movie-star thing, 


I’m mad for astrology, palmistry, cra- | 





Here’s a prac- 

tical shelving that goes 

up in a jiffy without tacks.... 
No laundering; saves soap, fuel, 
labor and war-needed fabrics. 


Royledge 


9 Feet 6¢ 





By makers of ROYLIES Paper Doylies 


Paper SHELVING 
| 








Holly-Pax 


Send for free booklet: Box H-89 
“New Facts You Should Palms Station 
Kaow about Monthly Hygiene” Hollywood, Calif. 






















Yow ENLARGEMENT 


Just to get a, we_will beautifully enlarge your favorite snap- 


hot, photo, Kodak meme, print or negative to 5x7 
Schon. if you enclose this ad with a 3c sté amp for return 
mailing. Please include color of hair and eyes and get 
our new Bargain Offer giving you your choice of handsome 
frames with a second enlargement beautifully hand tinted 
in natural lifelike colors and sent on approval. Your orig- 

\ inal returned with your enlargement. Send today. 


DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 





675, 118 N. 15th St., Omaha, Nebr. 














» Embarrassing Wet Underarms 


and 


Are you horrified at any underarm damp- 
ness and odor? Are you appalled at arm- 
hole staining and clothes damage? 


If you are willing to take a little extra 
care to be surer of not offending—you 
will welcome the scientific perspiration 
control of Liquid Odorono. 


Liquid Odorono was first used by a 
physician 30 years ago to keep his hands 
dry when operating. 


A clear, clean odorless liquid—it 
simply closes the tiny underarm sweat 
= and keeps them closed—up to 5 

ays. If you need it more often, you 
use it more often—daily if necessary to 


How to Control Them—Be Truly Fastidious 


Save Clothes, too! 


bring quick relief from all perspiration 
embarrassments. 


When your underarm is kept dry, you 
won't “‘offead,”’ you won't stain and ruin 
expensive clothes. Today, especially, you 
want your clothes to last. You can de- 
pend on Liquid Odorono for real ‘‘clothes- 
insurance. ° ° ° 


Don't waste time with disappointing half- 
Measures. Start using Liquid Odorono. It’s the 
surest way to control perspiration, perspiration 
odor, staining and clothes damage. Thousands 
of fastidious women think it’s the nicest way, 
too... it leaves no trace of grease on your skin 
or your clothes, has no “‘product odor’’ itself. 
You will find Liquid Odorono at any cosmetic 
counter in two strengths—Regular and Instant. 
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MEN WANT A GIRL WITH 
LIFE AND VITALITY. PLAY 
SAFE! TAKE GROVE’S VITAMINS 











™ 
‘ 


THANKS TO 
GROVE’S 
VITAMINS 


DARLING 
YOU'RE DIVINE 








Vitamin deficiency can cause you to drag through life feel- 
ing half alive with lowered vigor, vitality, body resistance, 
pimples, skin blemishes, nervous indigestion. Maybe 
you're not a hospital case, but don’t let vitamin deficiency 
cause you to feel under par most of the time. Take one 
GROVE'S Vitamin Capsule for your daily protec- 
tive requirements of essential Vitamins A and D plus 
all-important B,. 

Extra Economical Price—GROVE'S Vitamins cost less than 
1%c per day when purchased in family size. Unit for unit, 
you can’t buy finer quality vitamins. Potency guaranteed. 
Today, start taking GROVE'’S Vitamins! 






over 2 Weeks 


supply 25° 
























SHYGIENE 


Frankly, doesn't feminine appeal 
rest on sweetness, cleanliness ? 
P Don't offend! Take care, the sim- 

ple. easy way with Boro-Pheno- 
& orm. Ready-to-use, medicated 

suppositories—soothing, deodor- 
izing, satisfying! Popular with thousands of discrimi- 
nating women. Learn about Boro-Pheno-Form. 
FREE informative booklet on request. 


Ask Any Druggisit Anywhere or Write 
DR. PIERRE CHEMICAL CO., Dept. J-12 
162 N. Franklin St., Chicago, Ill, 


DR. PIERRE'S 
BORO puENO FORM 


























Now you can have NATURAL- 
looking blonde hair, soft and 
lustrous, with stunning sheen! 
All you do is SHAMPOO with 
Lechler’s famous ‘‘569’’ Light- 
ener Shampoo. 


AT OUR EXPENSE!—We want 
you to TRY it and be satisfied! 
Send name and address anid re- 
ceive ‘*569°" Lightener Sham- 
poo by return mail in plain 
wrapper. Pay postman $1 plus 
few cents postage. (Sent post. 
aid when cash is enclosed.) 
f not delighted after 10-day 
Send trial, your money back on 
request. Profusely illustrated 
booklet included FREE! 


HOUSE OF LECHLER 
Dept. 259 560 Broadway, 
New York 12, N. Y. 


Bookiet on 
Care of Skin 
and Hair for 
Blondes! 





but I have to act. I love it and it is the 
only thing I know. 

I have been acting since I first appeared 
on Broadway at the age of twelve. In the 
fall of 1938, I was with Eva Le Gallienne 
in “Madame Capet.” 

Then talent scouts from Hollywood asked 
me to test for the leading role in “Rebecca.” 
I went to the Coast and made dozens of 
tests, but production was delayed so I 
returned to New York and made a test 
there for Twentieth Century-Fox. When 
Mr. Zanuck saw it, he telephoned me 
immediately and signed me to a term 
contract. 

I haven’t been really satisfied with any- 
thing I’ve done except, perhaps, “The Mag- 
nificent Ambersons” and “The Pied Piper.” 
I was disappointed, of course, when I didn’t 
get the role of Bernadette but feel compen- 
sated because of my part in Mr. Goldwyn’s 
“North Star.” 

Because I love acting truly, deeply, I try 
to give it all I have while I am working. 

I studied, for a time, with Madame Ous- 
penskaya. The Moscow Art Method. The 
things we had to do! The Introduction to 
Symbols class, for example. One day I 
played a cloud; the next day, a glass of 
milk. Once we did a complete play as an 
opera, with all the cast singing the lines 
in double talk. It seemed a bit mad at the 
time, but it was essentially sound. For we 
came out of that training completely un- 
inhibited. 

So far, Orson Welles is my favorite di- 
rector. He gives you the feeling when 
you go into a scene that you are doing 
something no one has ever done before. 
He takes the trouble to know every mem- 
ber of his cast so well that he understands 
exactly how to approach him and get his 
best work for each scene. You get very 
tired, physically and emotionally, working 
for Orson, but it is worth it. 


| HAVE only men friends in Hollywood, 
which makes me a little sad. I would 
love to have girl friends now. Perhaps I 
fail because I was conditioned in childhood 
to be without them. Or perhaps it is be- 
cause some girls in pictures are not friends. 
I have met girls here and felt very con- 
genial with them, only to have them look 
through me the next time we meet. Vir- 
ginia Gilmore has been awfully nice to me. 
And Bette Davis has been very friendly, 
and Ida Lupino. They both wrote me 
notes about my performance in “The Pied 
Piper.” Someday, if I ever amount to any- 
thing, I hope I won’t forget to do that for 
another newcomer. 

My most embarrassing moments have 
come from marriage rumors in the columns. 
To stop at a drive-in with some youth 
who hasn’t a marriage molecule in his 
head and to read a marriage rumor the 
next day is blush-making, to put it tem- 
perately. When I marry, it will be nothing 
so insubstantial as a rumor. It will be 
a known fact, announced by my parents. 

I'm quite—no, very—susceptible. I’ve 
been infatuated to the nth degree on num- 
berless occasions and I’ve thought myself 


in love eight times. Nothing, however, has | 


yet approached my first crush, at the age 
of fourteen, on a forty-five-year-old man. 
When something not only approaches but 
transcends that delicious agony, I’ll phone 
the columns! 

I claim you are not normal unless you 
are happy and that just two things are 
required to make you happy. One, to find 
the channel in which you want to express 
yourself. The other, to find your mate 
through whom you can express your love. 

I am happy because I have found the 
first and know I shall find the second. 

This being so, I believe I am normal 
and hope I have proven it. Have I? 

THE ENpD 












and. Llock/Oyears younger 


@® Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale 
streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest 
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush 
does it—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou- 
sands of women (men, too)—Brownatone is guaranteed 
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent is 
Purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting— 
does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica- 
tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray 
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair. 
60c and $1.65 (5 times as much) at drug or toilet counter3 
on @ money-backguarantee. Get BROWNATONE today. 


HRISTMAS CARDS FREE 
» SAMPLES 





SELL 


Tata | | be 
LINE WITH SENDERS NAME $ 


Take orders galore. “Super Value Victory Line’’. 20 Beautiful Designs 
50 for $1 to 25 for $1.25. Name imprinted. Sell Nationally Famous 2! 
Christmas Folders $1. Costs 50c. Worth $2.85. Exclusive. Novel. Patriotic 
Expensive Sheer-Sheens. Tips. Foils. Glitter. Currier & Ives. Glitter Boxes. 
Gift-Wra; Religious. Every days. 21 Ass’t on approval. FREE 
SAMPLES of Super Value Line. Don't Write Unless You Mean Business 


SUNSHINE ART STUDIOS, 115 Fuiten St, Dept. MA, Hew York City 


CHRONIC AILMENTS 


Explained in—FREE BOOK 


Neglected piles, fistula and colon troubles 
often spread infection. Read about rheuma- 
tism and other chronic conditions. Write 
today for 122-page FREE BOOK. Learn facts. 
McCleary Clinic, C905 Elms Blvd., Excelsior 
Springs, Mo. 





























WHY DON'T YOU WRITE 7 


women 3, Office workers, nurses, 
teachers—now earn extra money writing short stories, ar- 
ticles about homemaking, fashions, hobbies, civilian de- 
fense and war activities, etc. In your own home, on your 
own time, the New York Copy Desk Method teaches you 
how to write—the way newspaper women learn, by writing 
Our unique “‘Writing Aptitude Test’’ tells whether you 
possess the fundamental qualities essential to successful 
writing. You'll enjoy this test. Write for it, without 
cost or obligation. 

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 

Suite 560-L, One Park Avenue New York 16, N. Y. 


Helps Shorten 
Working Hours 


For Tired, Burning, Swollen Feet 


If you are on your feet all day—walking the floor 
or standing in front of a machine — just sprinkle 
Allen’s Foot-Ease on your feet and into your shoes 
every morning. This soothing powder really brings 
quick relief from the discomfort of tired, burning 
feet. When feet tend to swell and shoes feel pinched 
from all day standing, try Allen’s Foot-Ease to re- 
lieve this congestion. Also acts to absorb excessive 
perspiration and prevent offensive foot odors. If 
you want real foot comfort, be sure to ask for 
Allen’s Foot-Ease — the easy, simple way to all-day 
standing and walking comfort. At all druggists. 


AMOND 


y/ WEDDING AND ENGAGEMENT 


@, TEN DAYS’ TRIAL— 
SEND NO MONEY 


introductory offer:—With 
every order for smart, new, 
Sterling Silver Solitaire 
engagement ring we will 
include without extra 
charge exquisite wedding 
Ting set with eight sim- 
ulated diamonds match- 
ing in fire and brilliance the 
beautiful simulated Diamond soli- 
taire engagement ring (the perfect bridal 
pair). Send no money with order. Just name, 
address and ring size. We ship both rings 
in lovely gift box immediately and you make 
just 2 easy payments of $2 each, total 
$4. We trust you. No red tape as you make 
first payment to postman on arrival then bal- 
7 ance any = beer 30 a ge Money back 
—w. guarantee. War conditions make supply limited. 
~~ Act Now. nthe 
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO., Dept. ST-14, Jefferson, lowa 
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New 1]-Minute Shampoo Washes 
Hair Shades Lighter Safely 


This special shampoo helps keep light hair 
from darkening—brightens faded blonde 
hair. Called Blondex, it quickly makes a 
rich cleansing lather. Instantly removes the 
dingy, dust-laden film that makes hair 
dark, old-looking. Takes only 11 minutes 
at home. Gives hair attractive luster and 
highlights. Safe for children's hair. Get 
Blondex at 10c, drug and dept. stores. 





OLD LEG TROUBLE 


Easy to use Viscose Home Method. Heals many old 
leg sores caused by leg congestion, varicose veins, 
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for trial if it 
fails to show results in 10 OnE Describe your 
trouble and get a FREE BO 

R. G. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 Nortn Dearborn Street Chicago. Minois 













Learn Profitable Profession 
in QO days at Home 


Earnings of Men and Women in the fascinating 
profession of Swedish Massage run as high as $40 
70 per week but many prefer to open their own 
offices. Large incomes from Doctors, Hospitals, san- 
itariums and private patients come to 
those who qualify te our trainin 
The Army and Navy, need hundreds 
trained in massage rite for Anatomy 
Charts and booklet— They’re 
# THE College of Swedish Massage, 
es 100 E.OhioSt..Dpt.659,Chicago11 
















STOP Scratching 
tt May Cause Infection 


Relieve itching caused by eczema, 
> athlete’s foot, pimples—other itch- 
ingtroubles. Usecooling, medicated 
| D.D.D.Prescription.Greaseless, stain- 
less.Calmsitching fast.35c trial bottle 
proves it—or money back. Ask your 

—» druggist for D. D. D. Prescription. 















ATTACKS 
STOP YOUR 


WAR WORK: 


@ War workers need relief from asth- 


matic attacks. Get Dr. Guild’s GREEN 
MOUNTAIN ASTHMATIC COM- 
POUND, a favorite aid for 75 years. 
24 cigarettes, 50¢. Powder, 25¢ and 
$1.00 at nearly all drug stores. Write 
J. H. Guild Co., Dept.D-5,Rupert, Vt. 
for FREE SAMPLE. Use as directed 
on package. 











WAR-WORKER’S 
ITCH ? 


Here’s What to Do: 


Even if your skin is flery red and scaly 
— if the externally-caused burning and 
itching seem unbearable—DON’'T 
SCRATCH! Just apply Sayman Salve 
to the rough, red, burning, itching skin. 
Containing not just one, but THREE 
well-known medicinal ingredients, this 

grand medicated ointment acts to pro- 
ae pa alliative relief from the tormenting 
itch, helps relieve py ts redness and sof- 
ten scaly skin. All druggists. Only 25c. 


SAYMAN SALVE 




















What Should | Do? 


I do okay. 
singer because my voice is high and pow- 
erful, but I don’t want to be a singer. 


(Continued from page 80) I am told that | 
My mother wants me to be a | 


And | 


I don’t want to be on the stage or in the | 


movies. 


I am happy only when I am working | 


with chemicals up at the University where 
I am taking chemical warfare and I hope 
soon to go to work in the arsenal. Mother 


has told me I am to go to a music school | 


on the East Coast. 


How am I to tell her I do not want | 


to go? I suppose I should go since all 
this money has been spent on lessons, 
but I know that if I go I will never be 
really happy again. 

Anne J. 


Dear Miss J: 


I think we all find our mothers to be | 


of 


you 


understanding people. You, 
must tell your mother how 


very 
course, 


feel about a singing career and what your | 


ambitions really are. 
This is the kind of thing that must be 
weighed in the balance very carefully, 


since what you decide now will affect the | 


whole future course of your life. 
If you have a real talent, it would be 
a crime to ignore it. 
Talk this over with 


listen to her carefully. You are still very 


your mother and | 


young; perhaps you will find that your | 


mother’s ideas will be very advantageous 
for you. 
Bette Davis. 


Dear Miss Davis: 

I am twenty-seven, married and the 
mother of two lovely little boys. I can’t 
say honestly that I was ever madly in 
love with my husband; I married him 


because all my girl friends were being | 


married, because I wasn’t 
anyone else, because he was clean, ambi- 
tious and nice-looking. Not very solid 
reasons on which to found a life, I’m 
afraid, yet I suspect that my case isn’t 
too different from that of many girls. 

A year ago an insurance salesman came 
to my door to ask about renewing some 
of my husband’s policies. I invited the 
man in—as my husband was due home 
in ten minutes—and we chatted conven- 
tionally. Suddenly he strolled over to the 
bookcase and picked out a volume, then 
another. We began to talk literature, one 
of my true passions. 

My husband was late that night—of all 
nights—but when he finally arrived, I felt 
as if I had known this man always. A 
week later he brought back the policies 
in the morning. He remained for luncheon 
and stayed all afternoon, while we played 
symphonies on the recorder and talked. 

I knew I was desperately in love with 
him, but I knew there wasn’t anything to 
be done about it. 





One night I left the children with my | 


sister and this man and I took a long drive 
into the country. As we turned off the 
main highway, we saw what looked like a 
body at the side of the road. We parked 
and he went back to investigate. Without 


touching the poor crushed thing, he found | 
that it was an aged man who might have 


been stuck by a hit and run driver. 


He came back and we talked it over. | 


We decided not to report it—because of 
circumstances. We talked about ourselves 
and decided it was hopeless. He admitted 
that he had decided to join the Army— 
and he left the next day. 

Meanwhile, this is what happened: Dur- 


ing the time we were parked in the | 


grove, one of the local high-school boys 
passed the highway, 


saw the body and | 


interested in | 









Debutante... 
1948 style... she stays 
sweeter with NEET 


Stay Sweet... Get NEET! 


NEW NEET Cream Deodorant is answering 
the call to arms...the arms of thousands of 
war-active women who need more than ever 
the effective protection to daintiness that only 
a fine deodorant such as Neet can assure. 

New Neet Cream Deodorant quickly stops 
perspiration and underarm odor from one to 
three days. This fluffy, stainless, greaseless 
cosmetic type of cream applies easily and 
vanishes almost instantly. Makes arms dry 
and odor-free. Will not irritate normal skin 
or injure clothing. 

Try New Neet Cream Deodorant today! 
Won't dry in jar. 10¢ and 29¢ sizes, plus tax. 


Neel 
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TIS TRVE ABOUT THE TISSUE 
CALLED “SIT-TRUE” 


BSY prance’ 


=po— 


absorbent 


SITROU 


SAY SIT-TRUE 
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When Nature lets me down 
...MIDOL PICKS ME UP!" 


OU can’t plan your work and your pleasure 

to please the calendar. So when menstrual 
pain lets you down, enjoy the lift that comes 
from relief with Midol! 

Midol contains an exclusive ingredient to re- 
lieve the typical functional pain—spasmodic 
pain—quickly. But even if you don’t suffer 
cramps, take Midol for its other help—the quick 
relief of menstrual headache; the pick-up from 
depressing “‘blues”. Midol contains no opiates— 
provides fast, effective relief in most cases where 
no organic disorder calls AO OE ia 
for special care. Get Midol PGuarabtoed by > 
from your druggist now. Good Housekeeping 
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Relieves [7 Ura mucus 18 suffering 


MENSTRUAL HEADACHE 
DEPRESSION 
TYPICAL SPASMODIC PAIN 











Beautiful Somews Enlargement, aleo a Special DeLuxe 
Studio Folder th absolutely free. Just send this ad 
with any good 2 on Enclose only 10c for mailing. Cana- ff 
da also. One Oil Tinted sent - oO. for only 38c plus 


Kew Negs. 39c. Dept. S- 
ew York Art Service, 200 West 72nd St.,N. Y.C. 


Give 
Your Feet An 
ice-Mint Treat 


Get Happy, Cooling Relief For 

Burning Callouses—Put Spring In Your Step 

Don’t groan about tired, burning feet. Don’t 
moan about callouses, Get busy and give them an 
Ice-Mint treat. Feel the comforting, soothing cool- 
ness of Ice-Mint driving out fiery burning... 
aching tiredness. Rub Ice-Mint over those ugly 
hard old corns and callouses, as directed. See how 
white, cream-like Ice-Mint helps soften them up. 
Get foot happy today the Ice-Mint way. Your 
druggist has Ice-Mint. 





Don’t be embarrassed by streaks and discolorations 


from inferior tints! Use Rap-I-Dol. sure of a 
natural-looking appearance with Rap-I-Dol's spark- 
ling, highlighted color. —— applied—can’t rub off 
—will not affect your ‘‘perm 
GRAY HAIR. "ANALYSIS! 

Let us mail confidential analysis of your hair, 
recommendation of Rap-I-Dol tint to match! Send 
name and address, with a strand of your hair, today! 

— tak Use only as directed on label) 
P-1-DOL DISTRIBUTING CORP. 
151 West Roth St., Dept. 229 


RAP-I-DOL 














New York City 


SHAMPOO 
OIL TINT 








Stevenson, Rosemary Lane; Mark Turner. 





got out to investigate. He must have been 
driving rather fast, because there were skid 
marks on the pavement. He had been 
stopped only a few seconds (according to 
his story) when one of the town officials— 
a blue-nosed, miserly, cantankerous old 
reprobate—drove up. He accused the boy 
of having killed the itinerant. 

Since the boy is a minor and since the 
evidence against him was entirely cir- 
cumstantial, he has been placed on proba- 
tion. He has protested his innocence forty 
ways, but you know what he’s up against. 

Now, here is the thing that is bother- 
ing me: I know positively that the boy is 
innocent because of the time involved. I 
know that we should have reported what 
we found at once—and we could have 
spared the boy and his family all the 
misery they have endured. This thing, this 
injustice, may embitter him and affect his 
entire future. 

But what about me? The man is gone 
and I don’t hear from him by mail. If I 
do come forward and substantiate the 
boy’s story, I'm going to be our town’s 
scarlet woman. No one would believe that 
our trip to the grove was innocent. Speak- 
ing up may easily cost me my husband, 
my children and my honored placed in our 


community. 
What would you do, Miss Davis? 
Johanna H. 
Dear Mrs. H: 


Unfortunately there is nothing in the 
world for you to do but to go to the 
authorities and substantiate the boy’s 
story. You are quite right in saying that 
this injustice may ruin his life; should 
he—out of a spirit of defiance and bra- 
vado—get into further trouble, you would 
never forgive yourself. 

As for yourself, things may be made 
very difficult for you. However, you 
will find that, along with those who con- 
demn you, will be those who will admire 
you for the courage telling your story is 
going to require. You may lose some 
friends, but those you keep and those you 
gain will repay you. 

You must go to your husband first and 
tell him the truth. You may find that he 
will believe you implicitly and be a bul- 
wark of strength for you. But that is a 
chance you must take. 

The future of that boy must be your 
first consideration. 

Bette Davis. 


Casts of Current Pictures 


Paramount: Woady 
Jean Parker; 


ALASKA HIGHWAY 
Ormsby, Richard Arlen; Ann Caswell, 
Frosty Gimble, Ralph Sanford; Roughhouse, Joe 
Sawyer; Steve Ormsby, Bill Henry; Sat. Swithers, 
Keith Richards; Pop Ormsby, Harry Shannon; Blair 
Caswell, Edward Earle. 


ALL BY MYSELF—Universal: 
Patric Knowles: Jean Wells, 


Dr. Bill Perry, 
Evelyn Ankers: Val 
Neil Hamil- 


ton: J. D. Gibbons, Grant Mitchell; Willie, Louise 
Beavers. 

BACKGROUND TO DANGER—Warners: Joe 
Barton, George Raft; Tamara, Brenda Marshall: 
Colonel Robinson, Sydney Greenstreet; Zaleshof,, 
Peter Lorre; Ana Remzi, Osa Massen: Hassan, Tur 
han Bey; McNamara, Willard Robertson: Mailler, 
Kurt Katch; Rashenko, Daniel Ocko; O/d Turk. 
Pedro de Cordoba; Syrian Vendor, Frank Puglia; 
Raeder, Steve Geray. 

BEST FOOT FORWARD—M-G-M: Lucille Ball, 


Herself; Jack O’ Riley, William Gaxton; Helen Schies- 


senger, Virginia Weidler; Elwood C. nt Tommy 
Dix; Nancy, Nancy Walker; Minerva, Gloria De 
Haven; Dutch, Kenny Bowers; Ethel, June Allyson; 
Hunk, Jack Jordan; Miss Delaware Water Gap, 
Beverly Tyler; Cheser Short, Chill Wills; Major 
Reeber, Henry O'Neill; Miss Talbert, Sara Haden, 


and Harry James and his orchestra. 


COLT COMRADES—Sherman-U. A.: Hopaiong 


Cassidy, William Boyd; ae Carlson, Andy 
Clyde; Johnny Nelson, Jay irby; Lin Whitlock, 
George Reeves; Lucy Whitlock, Gayle Lord; Wildcat 


Willy, 
Brass, 


Earl Hodgins; Jebb Hardin. Victor Jory; 
Douglas Fowley; Varney, Herb Rawlinson. 


Joe 


| Pantothenate PLUS 450 








GRAY HAIR 
TURNING DEEP BLACK 


says Mrs. J. B., Chicago , 


“After using Grayvita only a short 
time, I noticed my gray hair was 
turning toa real deep black, exactly 
as it used to be. What a difference 
this makes in my appearance.”Mrs. 
J. B., Chicago. 

Mrs. J. B.’s experience may or 
may not be different than yours. 
Why not GRAYVITA? Many like Mrs. J. B. re- 

rt favorable results. Tests reported by a National 

agazine of anti-gray hair vitamin 1 discovery, Cal- 
cium Pantothenate revealed that 88 % of those tested 
showed positive evidence of a return of some hair 
color. A GRAYVITA tablet is 10 mgm. of Calcium 
U.S. P. units of “‘pep”’ vita- 
min B;. Get GRAYVITA now! 30 day supply $1.50, 
100 day supply $4.00. Send your order to us. You will 
be supplied thru nearest GRAYVITA dealer. St. 
Clair Co., Dept.X-19. 160 E. Illinois St., Chicago, Lil. 


High School Course 


CUMS Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to res!- 
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard 
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma pusrded, By for H. S. subjects 
completed. Single subjects if desired. r Free Bulletin. 

American Sc inool, |, Dpt. H692, Drexel. at 58th,Chicago 37 


~ Colon Troubles Explained — 


Relation to Chronic Ailments 


40-page FREE BOOK—tells facts about 
Colon Troubles, Constipation, Stomach Con- 
ditions, Piles, Fistula and other related ail- 
ments. Corrective treatments explained. 
Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite H-905, 926 
McGee, Kansas City, Mo. 


ROMANTIC DROPS 


Accent on romance . . . with this bewitching 
perfume of undeniable attraction. One drop 
lingers for hours, like memories of undying 
love . . . thrilling, alluring. Full size bottle 
98c. Directions FREE. Sent in sealed plain 
wrapper. SEND NO MONEY. Pay 
postman 98c plus few cents postage on 
delivery or send $1.00 and we pay postage 


BULCoO, nee 1003, Box 336, Times Sq. Sta., New York 



























Mail us $1.00 and we 


willsend you prepaid 
4 boxes fi amous Fose- 


salve this lovelysolid 
sterling silver Birth- 
stone Ring your size 
and month. 
sell the 4 salve and get back z 
and have ring without cost. osebud is an old reliable salve. 


Curbed First Day 


For Thousands of Sufferers 

Choking, gasping, wheezing Bronchial Asthma 
attacks poison your system, ruin your health and 
put a load on your heart. Thousands quickly and 
easily palliate recurring choking, gasping Bron- 
chial Asthma symptoms with a doctor’s prescrip- 
tion called Mendaco to a nature remove thick 
strangling excess mucus an romote freer breath- 
ing and restful sleep. Mendaco is not a smoke, 
dope or injection. Just pleasant tasteless tablets. 
Iron clad guarantee—money back unless satisfac- 
tory. Mendaco is only 60c at druggists. 


PSORIASIS 


(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


wz DERMOIL 


Prove it yourself no matter 


how long you have suffered 
iw 
% \v 
CN 


or what you have tried. 
Beautiful book on psoria- 
with 
photo- 
roof ‘of results 
&. Write for it. 
Don’t mistake eczema 
for the stubborn ugly 
embarrassing scaly s 
disease Psoriasis. Appl 
non-staining Dermoi 
Thousands do for scaly 
spots on body or scalp. 
Grateful users, often after 
J ’ geet 
the scales have gone, 
red patches the theif aan ppeared and 
they enjoyed: the thrill of a hear skin again 
is used by doctors and is backed by a positive agree- 
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MAKE THE ONE 
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lainl Don’t delay. d by Liggett see * a m Oru 
tores an other leadina Druagists. LAKE LA ORATORIES. 
Box 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 4704, Detroit 4, Mich 
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Now She Shops _ 
Cash And Carry 


Without Painful Backache 


Many sufferers relieve nagging backache anit 
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble 
may be tired kidneys. 

The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the 
excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nage 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty omy with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there is something wrong with your 
kidneys or bladder. : 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get 
Doan’s Pills. 





FOR SUCCESS IN 
PHOTOGRAPHY 


Profit by 33 Years of Experience 








Men and Women—learn quickly at world’s 
largest, best equipped school. Full time ex- 
perts coach you INDIVIDUALLY. ‘‘Cash i 
on the big part photography plays in wartime 
industry. Qualify for a rating and more pay, if 
of military age. Resident or home study. Free 
booklet. N. Y¥. INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY, 
Dept. 37, 10 West 33 St., New York 1, N. Y. 


eet your favorite 
ovie star 


all original photos of your favorite stars 
and scenes from any of your favorite re- 
cent photo plays, size 8x10 glossy prints, 
4 for $1.00. 12 for $2.50. Positively 
the finest obtainable anywhere. We have 
the largest collection of movie photos in 
: the country. Just name the star or play 
you want. Remit by money order or U. 8S. 
2c and 3c stamps. 


Bram Studio—Studio 481 
P. O. Box 73, Station G, New York City 


“~*> si 


EARN Betz ieee LLL 
MONEY CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Money for You! [ 2 44] 


e orders for Personal 
Freetiingg 


















Christmas Cards, 50 for $1.00. 
Other big $1 values- 21 Christ- 
mas Card Assortment, Religious, 
Etchings, Gift Wrappings. No 

Ss ial plan for 

lubs or sell to fellow employees. 


WRITE I SAMPLES of Personal Cards 


Neltime WETMORE & SUGDEN, Inc- 
749 Monroe Ave. Dept. 5-D 












Rochester,N. Y. 


WE VAG 
aeten v 





Just to get acquainted we will send you smart new 
{ellow gold plate engagement ring or wedding ring. 
iomance design engagement ring set with flashing, simu- 
lated diamond solitaire in sentimental, orange blossom 
mounting. Wedding ring is deepiy embossed, yellow gold 
late in exquisite Honeymoon design. Either ring only 
§i50 or both for $2.79 and tax. SEND NO MONEY with 
order, = name and ring size. Pay on arrival then wear 
ring 10 days on money-back guarantee. Rush order now! 
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. Dept. 8838N, Jefferson, lowa 


ATHLETE’S 
FOOT 


Laboratory Tests Prove Medi- 
cated Posiam Kills—on contact 
' —and in 10 minutes—the 
~ oer Fungus Causing Athlete’s Foot 
f You tried ad tried to find relief from Athle*e’s 
t and failed—get Poslam—a successful home 








f, 










re Hould help you—for laboratory tests 
pro on contact and in ten minutes — 
thr ntagious f ungus that cause Athlete’s 


that Posla offered on a money back 
guarantee—costs but 50¢ at druggists... 








CONSTANT NYMPH, THE—Warners: Lewis 
Dodd, Charles Boyer; Tessa Sanger, Joan Fontaine; 
Florence Creighton, Alexis Smith; Toni Sanger, 
Brenda Marshall; Charles Creighton, Charles Co- 
burn; Lady Longborough, Dame May Whitty; Fritz 
Bercovy, Peter Lorre; Paula Sanger, Joyca Reynolds; 
Kate Sanger, Jean Muir; Albert Sanger, Montagu 
Love; Roberto, Edward Ciannelli; Marie, Jeanine 
Crispin; Miss Hamilton, Doris Lloyd; Lena, Joan 
Blair; Dr. Rene, Andre Charlot; Kiril Trigorin, Rich- 
ard Ryan. 


DIXIE—Paramount: Dan Emmett, Bing Crosby; 
Millie Cook, Dorothy Lamour; Jean Mason, Marjorie 
Reynolds; Mr. Bones, Billy De Wolfe; Mr. Whitlock, 
Lynne Overman; Mr. Cook, Raymond Walburn; Mr. 
Pelham, Eddie Foy, Jr.; Mr. Mason, Grant Mitchell; 
Minstrel Dancer, Louis Da Pron. 


GET GOING—Universal: Judy King, Grace Me- 
Donald; Bob Cariton, Robert Paige; Tillie, Vera 
Vague; Horace Doblem, Walter Catlett; Bonnie, 
Maureen Cannon; Doris, Lois Collier; Mr. Tuttle, 
Milburn Stone; Hank Andrews, Frank Faylen; Vilma 
Walters, Jennifer Holt; Mrs. Daugherty, Nana Bry- 
ant; Mrs. King, Claire Whitney; Herman, Wally 
Vernon. 


GHOSTS ON THE LOOSE—Monogram: Mugs, 
Leo Gorcey; Glimpy, Huntz Hall; Danny, Bobby 
Jordan; Emil, Bela Lugosi; Betty, Ava Gardner; 
Jack, Ric Vallin; Hilda, Minerva Urecal; Tony, 
Wheeler Oakman; Stash, Stanley Clements; Benny, 
Billy Benedict; Scruno, Sammy Morrison; Dave, 
Bobby Stone. 


HEAVEN CAN WAIT—Lubitsch-20th Century 
Fox: Martha, Gene Tierney; Henry Van Cleve, Don 
Ameche; Hugo Van Cleve, Charles Coburn; Mrs. 
Strabel, Marjorie Main; His Excellency, Laird Cre- 
gar; Bertha Van Cleve, Spring Byington; Albert Van 
Cleve, Allyn Joslyn; E. F. Strabel, Eugene Pallette; 
Mademoiselle, Signe Hasso; Randolph Van Cleve, 
Louis Calhern; Peggy Nash, Helene Reynolds; James, 
Aubrey Mather; Jack Van Cleve, Michael Ames; 
Flogdell, Leonard Carey; Jasper, Clarence Muse; 
Henry Van Cleve (age 15), Dickie Moore; Albert 
Van Cleve (age 15) Dickie Jones; Jane, Trudy 
Marshall; Mrs. Craig, Florence Bates; Grandmother, 
Clara Blandick; Mrs. Cooper, Anita Bolster; Jack 
(as a boy), Nino Pipitone, Jr.; Miss Ralston, Claire 
Du Brey; Nurse, Maureen Rodin-Ryan. 


HENRY ALDRICH SWINGS IT—Paramount: 
Henry Aldrich, Jimmy Lydon; Dizzy Stevens, Charles 
Smith; Mimi Gray, Mimi Chandler; Mr. Aldrich, 
John Litel; Mrs. Aldrich, Olive Blakeney. 


HERS TO HOLD—Universal: Penelope Craig, 
Deanna Durbin; Bill Morley, Joseph Cotten; Judson 
Craig, Charles Winniger; Dorothy Craig, Nella 
Walker; Rosey Blake, Gus Schilling; Binns, Ludwig 
Stossel; Dr. Bacon, Irving Bacon; Nurse Walling, 
Nydia Westman; Flo, Evelyn Ankers; A/fred, Wil- 
liam Davidson; Dr. Crane, Samuel S. Hinds. 


HITLER’S MADMAN—M-G-M: Jarmila, Pa- 
tricia Morison; Heydrich, John Carradine; Karel, 
Alan Curtis; Hanka, Ralph Morgan; Mayor Bauer, 
Ludwig Stossel; Himmler, Howard Freeman; Nepo- 
muk, Edgar Wennedy; Priest, Al Sheehan; Maria 
Bartonek, Elizabeth Russell; Dvorak, Jimmy Conlin; 
Urs. Hank, Blanche Yurka; Clara Janek, Jorja Rol- 
lins; Janek, Victor Kilian; Mrs. Bauer, Johanna 
Hofer; Colonel, Wolfgang Zilzer; Professor, Tully 
Marshall. 


HIT THE ICE—Universal: Flash, Bud Abbott; 
Weejie, Lou Costello; Marcia, Ginny Simms; Dr. 
Elliott, Patric Knowles; Peggy, Elyse Knox; Silky 
Fellowsby, Sheldon Leonard; Phil, Marc Lawrence; 
Buster, Joe Sawyer; Johnny Long, Himself; Johnny 
Long’s Orchestra, Themselves. 


KANSAN, THE—U. A.: John Bonniwell, Richard 
Dix; Eleanor Sager, Jane Wyatt; Steve Barat, Al- 
bert Dekker; Tom Waggoner, Eugene Pallette; Jeff 
Barat, Victor Jory; Malachy, Robert Armstrong; 
Soubrette, Beryl Wallace; Bridge Tender, Clem 
Bevans; Josh Hudkins, Hobart Cavanaugh; Gil Hat- 
ton, Francis McDonald; Bones, Willie Best; Ben 
Nash, Douglas Fowley; Kelso, Rod Cameron; Ed 
Gilbert, Eddy Waller; Messenger, Ralph Bennett. 


SO PROUDLY WE HAIL—Paramount: Lz. 
Janet Davidson, Claudette Colbert; Joan O’Doul, 
Paulette Goddard; Olivia D’Arcy, Veronica Lake; Lt. 
Summers, George Reeves; Rosemary Larson, Barbara 
Britton; Chaplain, Walter Abel; Kansas, Sonny 
Tufts; Captain ‘“‘Ma’’ McGregor, Mary Servos; Dr. 
Jose Bardia, Ted Hecht; Flight Lt. Archie McGregor, 
Dick Hogan; Ling Chee, Dr. H. H. Chang; Colonel 
White, James Bell; Lt. Toni Bacelli, Lorna Gray; Lt. 
Irma Emerson, Dorothy Adams; Lt, Ethel Arm- 
strong, Kitty Kelly; Capt. O’Rourke, Bill Goodwin. 


SUBMARINE ALERT—Paramount: Lew Deer- 
hold, Richard Arlen; Ann Patterson, Wendy Barrie; 
Dr. Arthur Huneker, Nils Asther; G. B. Fleming, 
Roger Pryor; Com. Toyo, Abner Biberman; Vincent 
Bela, Mare Lawrence; Mr. Bambridge, Capt. Har- 
gas, John Miljan; Tina, Patsy Nash; Freddie Gray- 
son, Ralph Sanford; Henry Haldine, Dwight Frey. 


TWO TICKETS TO LONDON—Universal: Dan 
Driscoll, Alan Curtis; Jeanne, Michele Morgan; 
Fairchild, C. Aubrey Smith; Capt. McCardle, Barry 
Fitzgerald; Accordion Player, Dooley Wilson; Roddy, 
Torgquin Olivier; Mrs. Tinkle, Mary Gordon; Mr. 
Tinkle, Oscar O'Shea; Gordon, Colin Kenny; Little 
Girl, Shirley Collier; Old Lady, Mary Forbes; Kil- 
gallen, Holmes Herbert. 











YOUR OLD RUGS 
and Clothing 
SAVE up to 12! 


It’s allso Easy! Free Catalog 
tells how material is picked up 
Me SS at your door by Freight or 

Express at our expense— 
how we shred, merge, re- 
claim the valuable mate- 
rials, picker, bleach, card, 
im spin,redye and weavein- 
¥ to lovely , deep-textured 
Broadloom Rugs, wov- 
en Reversible for double 
wear and luxury. Sizes to 

fit all rooms. 


CHOICE: of popular 
solid colors, rich 
tweed blends, 18th 
Century floral and 
leaf designs, Early 

#4 American, Oriental 
ie patterns, ovals. 


Factory-to-You 


You risk nothing by 
a trial. Over two million 
customers. We have No 
agents. * Sorry if temporary 
delays occur, but Olson Rugs 
are worth waiting for. 


Chicago New York S'Frisco 































| ey | 
i COUPON or ff 
MAI Ice POST CARD {| 
i OLSON RUG CO., Chicago, Ill., Fe37 | 
1 Mail Big RUG BOOK in Colors FREE to:- ; 
i 

: Name.........- sas 
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i Town... eee: eS 1948 





Will You Let Me 
PROVE § Can Make 
YOU a New Man? 


—CHARLES ATLAS 


Do you want a powerful body of might and 
muscle—broad, husky chest—biceps like iron— 
arms and legs that never tire? 


JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY 


Just give me 15 minutes a day to prove 
that I can make you a New Man, Put you 
in magnificent physical condition which 
wins the envy and respect of everyone. 

I myself was once a 97-pound weak- 
ling—sickly half-alive. Then I dis- 
covered ‘“‘Dynamic Tension.’’ And I 
won the title. ‘“The World’s Most 
Perfectly Developed Man.”’ 


FREE BOOK 


Over two million men have 
sent for and read my book. 
**Everlasting Health and 
Strength.’’ It tells you ex- 
actly what “Dynamic Tension” 
can do. And it is packed with 
pictures that SHOW you what 
it does. Send for a copy 
today. Itis FREE. Address , 
me personally: 


CHARLES ATLAS 
Dept. 1339, ; , 
115 East 23rd Street, | : 


























{starsat 


New York 10, N. Y. c 
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 1339, 
{15 East 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y. d 

I want the proof that your system of “‘Dynamic Ten- 
sion’’ will help make a new man of me—give me @ 
healthy, husky body and big muscle development. Send 
me your free book, ‘Everlasting Health and Strength.”’ 


eee ery TTT rrr rr Tre yr ys rete oe 
(Please print or write plainly) 

BREIIED  - 0 6 0:00:05 6:0:4:8 004696946644 b0 OR 84E8 eocccce 
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{_] Check here if under 16 for Booklet A. 
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“SHIPMATE” 


FAVORITE STORE, 
OR WRITE TO 


IRRESISTIBLE as o 
gob’s grin! You'll love 
“Shipmate’s” versa- 
tile personality, its 
happy gift for looking 
so very fashion-right 
with any outfit. Try 
“Shipmate” in 


several blithe colors! 





Wartime busyness is 
no excuse for rough 
cuticle. You can soften 
and loosen cuticle so 
easily and quickly with 
Cutex Oily Cuticle 
Remover. 

Get a bottle now! 
Only 10¢— 35¢ (plus 
tax) for the large size. 


The Fashions Shown on Page 72 and 73 Are 


Available in the 
Furry Wurry Novelty Pins #5 


Lanz of California, Los Angeles, California 
Lanz of California, San Francisco, California 
Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D. C. 
Davison-Paxon Company, Atlanta, Georgia 
Marshall Field, Chicago, Illinois 
L. S. Ayres, Indianapolis, Indiana 
J. L. Hudson Company, Detroit, Michigan 
| Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney, St. Louis, Missouri 
| Bamberger’s, Newark, New Jersey 
| Best & Company, New York City, New York 
| Springfield Richards, Inc., Springfield, Ohio 
| Kerr’s, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 
The Blum Store, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Cherry & Webb Company, Providence, Rhode Island 
| Nieman-Marcus, Dallas, Texas 
Stone & Thomas, Wheeling, West Virginia 
Milwaukee Boston Store, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Jewel Mist Scarf #5 


May Company, Los Angeles, California 
Emporium, San Francisco, California 

| Denver Dry Goods, Denver, Colorado 

| G. Fox, Hartford, Connecticut 

Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D. C. 
Marshall Field, Chicagé, Illinois 

L. S. Ayres, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Younker Brothers, Des Moines, Iowa 
Hutzler’s, Baltimore, Maryland 

Filene’s, Boston, Massachusetts 

J. L. Hudson, Detroit, Michigan 

Dayton Company, Minneapolis, Minnesota 
John Taylor, Kansas City, Missouri 
Famous Barr, St. Louis, Missouri 

Thos. Kilpatrick, Omaha, Nebraska 
Bamberger’s, Newark, New Jersey 

Adam Meldrum Anderson, Buffalo, New York 
Sibley Lindsey Kerr, Rochester, New York 
Addis Company, Syracuse, New York 
John Shillito, Cincinnati, Ohio 

Higbee Company, Cleveland, Ohio 
Gimbel’s, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
Strawbridge Clothier, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Cherry & Webb, Providence, Rhode Island 
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle, Washington 


Sweater #3 


Diamond Dry Goods Company, Phoenix, Arizona 
Sears Roebuck & Company, Los Angeles, California 
San Diego Toggery, San Diego, California 
Denver Fashion Shop, Denver, Colorado 
Davison’s, Inc., Miama Beach, Florida 

O. Falk’s, Tampa, Florida 

Donnenberg, Macon, Georgia —_ 
Marshall Field & Company, Chicago, Illinois 
Joe Smith, Council Bluffs, lowa 

Fredell Frocks, Sioux City, Iowa 

Style Shop, Columbia City, Indiana 

H. P. Wasson, Indianapolis, Indiana 

A. S. Allen Stores, Wichita, Kansas 

Kagin Brothers, Frankfort, Kentucky 

B. Peck, Lewistown, Maine 

Goldenberg’s, Baltimore, Maryland 

Wegal’s, Grand Rapids, Michigan 
Young-Quinlan, Minneapolis, Minnesota 
Field-Schlick, St. Paul, Minnesota 

Fine Brothers-Matison, Hattiesburg, Mississippi 
Shore’s, Miles City, Montana 

Kilpatrick Company, Omaha, Nebraska 
Ohrbach, Newark, New Jersey 

William B. Hislop, Albany, New York 
Abraham Straus, Brooklyn, New York 

McLeod Johnson, Niagara Falls, New York 
Boston Store, Columbus, Ohio 

Fair Store, Toledo, Ohio 

Walker Department Store, Claremore, Oklahoma 
Saylor’s, Hermiston, Oregon 

Gimbel’s, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

Cooks, Georgetown, South Carolina 

Monnig’s Dry Goods Company, Waco, Texas 
Barbara Best, Port Orchard, Washington 
Walker’s, Seattle, Washington 

Ed. Schuster Company, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
H. C. Prange Company, Green Bay, Wisconsin 


Plaid Skirt #3, Wool Skirt and 
Checked Jacket #5 


Pfeifer’s, Inc., Little Rock, Arkansas 

Bullock’s, Inc., Los Angeles, California 

The Emporium, San Francisco, California 

Sage-Allen, Inc., Hartford, Connecticut 

Lansburgh & Brothers, Washington, D. C. 

Burdine’s, Inc., Miami, Florida 

Davison-Paxton Company, Atlanta, Georgia 

Wieboldt’s, Inc., Chicago, Illinois 

Owens, Inc., Rockford, Illinois 

William H. Block Company, Indianapolis, Indiana 

Purcell’s, Inc., Lexington, Kentucky 

Porteous, Mitchell & Bruan, Inc., Portland, Maine 

Filene’s, Inc., Boston, Massachusetts 

Forbes & Wallace, Inc., Springfield, Massachusetts 

Crowley-Milner, Inc., Detroit, Michigan 

Wurzburg Dry Goods Company, Grand Rapids, 
Michigan 

Emery, Bird & Thayer Company, Kansas City, 
Missouri 

Stix, Baer & Fuller, Inc., St. Louis, Missouri 

J. L. Brandeis Company, Omaha, Nebraska 

Bamberger’s, Inc., Newark, New Jersey 

Martin’s, Inc., Brooklyn, New York 

Adam, Meldrum & Anderson, Inc., Buffalo, New York 

R. H. Macy Company, New York City, New York 

Sibley, Lindsay & Curr, Inc., Rochester, New York 

Watt & Shand, Inc., Lancaster, Ohio 

Rappoid ang Warren, Ohio 

John A. Brown, Inc., Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 








Following Stores: 


Meier & Frank, Inc., Portland, Oregon 

H. Leh & Company, Allentown, Pennsylvania 
Speare Brothers, Chester, Pennsylvania 
Bowman Company, Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 
Miller Brothers, Chattanooga, Tennessee 
Frederick & Nelson, Inc., Seattle, Washington 
Gimbel’s, Inc., Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Bumper Beret #1 
L. Hammel Dry Goods, Mobile, Alabama 
Saks-Fifth Avenue, Beverly Hills, California 
Capwell’s, Oakland, California 
Rich’s, Atlanta, Georgia 
Younker Brothers, Des Moines, Iowa 
D. H. Holmes, New Orleans, Louisiana 
Stewart & Company, Baltimore, Maryland 
Jordan Marsh Company, Boston, Massachusetts 
Saks-Fifth Avenue, Detroit, Michigan 
Herpolsheimer Company, Grand Rapids, Michigan 
Loeser’s, Brooklyn, New York 
McCurdy & Company, Rochester, New York 
B. Gertz, Inc., Jamaica, Long Island, New York 
The A. Polsky Company, Akron, Ohio 
Shillito’s, Cincinnati, Ohio 
F. & R. Lazarus, Columbus, Ohio 
Rike-Kumler Company, Dayton, Ohio 
Meier & Frank, Portland, Oregon 
Hess Brothers, Allentown, Pennsylvania 
Gimbel’s, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Miller & Rhoads, Richmond, Virginia 
Ames & Brownley, Norfolk, Virginia 
Schuster’s, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Hat #2 and #5 


Buffum’s, Long Beach, California 

J. W. Robinson, Los Angeles, California 
Daniels & Fisher, Denver, Colorado 

G. Fox, Hartford, Connecticut 

Hecht Company, Washington, D. C. 

Carson Pirie Scott, Chicago, Illinois 

William H. Block, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Killian Company, Cedar Rapids, Iowa 
Forbes & Wallace, Springfield, Massachusetts 
J. L. Hudson, Detroit, Michigan 

L. S. Donaldson, Minneapolis, Minnesota 
Famous Barr, St. Louis, Missouri 

J. L. Brandeis, Omaha, Nebraska 
Nevius-Voohrees, Trenton, New Jersey 

B. Altman, New York City 

Gimbel’s, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
Strawbridge Clothier, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Ames & Brownley, Norfolk, Virginia 

Boston Store, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


2 Piece Dresses #1 and #2 

Emporium, San Francisco, California 
S. Kann and Sons, Washington, D. C. 
Davison Paxon, Atlanta, Georgia 
Carson Pirie & Scott, Chicago, Illinois 
L. S. Ayres, Indianapolis, Indiana 
H. P. Selman, Louisville, Kentucky 
Linda Lynn, Baltimore, Maryland 
Jordan Marsh, Boston, Massachusetts 
J. L. Hudson, Detroit, Michigan 
Dayton Company, Minneapolis, Minnesota 
Stix Baer & Fuller, St. Louis, Missouri 
Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn, New York 
Saks-34th Street, New York City, New York 
John Shillito, Cincinnati, Ohio 
Higbee Company, Cleveland, Ohio 

. & Lazarus, Columbus, Ohio 
Rike Kumler, Dayton, Ohio 
Froug Company, Tulsa, Oklahoma 
Lit Brothers, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
Kaufman's, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
Jean’s, Providence, Rhode Island 
Levy Brothers, Houston, Texas 
Z. C. M. I., Salt Lake City, Utah 
Thalheimer’s, Richmond, Virginia 
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle, Washington 
Gimbel Brothers, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Jumper Dress #4 
Sage Allen, Hartford, Connecticut 
Mantell & Martin, Stamford, Connecticut 
Porteous, Mitchell & Braun, Portland, Maine 
William G. Brown, Gloucester, Massachusetts 
J. W. Milliken, Traverse City, Michigan 
Harry Zisk, Hackensack, New Jersey 
L. Bamberger, Newark, New Jersey 
Meyer Brothers, Paterson, New Jersey 
Frederick Loeser & Company, Brooklyn, New York 
Coeland’s, Rochester, New York 
Mantell & Martin, White Plains, New York 
Ideal Dry Goods, Winston-Salem, North Carolina 
E. L. Erlanger, Canton, Ohio 
H. & S. Pogue, Cincinnati, Ohio 
Seiderbach’s, Tulsa, Oklahoma 
Gladding’s, Providence, Rhode Island 
Robert’s, Houston, Texas 
Joske Brothers Company, San Antonio, Texas 
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle, Washington 
Dills Brothers & Company, Parkersburg, West Va. 


If no store listed here is within convenient dis- 
tance of your home, write to us: 


The Fashion Editor 
Photoplay-Movie Mirror 

205 East 42nd Street 

New York City 17, New York 


It is very likely we will be able to suggest a store 
that will be convenient to you. Lack of space makes 
it impossible to list all the stores in which these 
fashions are sold. 

Be sure to specify your choice by using the name 
by which we describe the fashion in which you are 
interested on this page. 
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Green 
Dragon 


Ming 
Yellow 


Black 
Luster 


Blue 
Dragon 


Royal 
Plum 


Heavenly 
Mauve 


Mandarin 
Red 


Canton 
Red 


Burma 


Red 


Dragon’s 
Blood 


Temple 
Fire 


Brown 
Coral 


Opium 
Poppy 
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Coolie 


Flowering 
Plum 


Wistario 





Cuen Yu is enduring lacquer... 
: - : Weeping 
the make-up thal stuys ol Willow 





It’s worth everything — just everything to know that once your nails are made up to perfection, they'Il 





stay that way fora very long time— without chipping. CHEN Yu... real, durable lacquer a 





gives you this special advantage in wear — in grooming — in charm... it’s a true lacquer that brings China ae 
to lovely hands an exquisiteness both new and lasting. Send now for two shades—any two... the coupon 


will bring them... then you'll want to get the regular sizes of Cuen Yu Long-lasting Nail Lacquer 







at your favorite cosmetic counter — or perhaps a CHEN YU manicure at your favorite salon. 





rm mmr rer rrr err rere sea eae eee an eee ew ee eee a2 @ & SEND FOR 2 SHADES -- eee ee2es 
' , ‘ . ac .UET L) 
1 Associated Distributors, 30 W. Hubbard St.. Chicago, IL., Dept. MF W-3 ' 
1 , . pee 1 
y Send me two sample size flacons of CHEN Yu Nail Laequer, shades checked below. | enclose twenty-five i 
§ cents to cover cost of packing, mailing and Government Tax. ‘ 
' a a ' 
1 7] CHINA DOLL Oorr M POPPY CLIGREEN DRAGON 1 
u ] BLUR MOSS (J BROWN CORAL () MANDARIN RED Name . —- es : 
; (J WEEPING WILLOW (C0 TEMPLE FIRE ( HRAVENLY MAUVE i 
p CWistraria (J PRAGON’s BLOOD (J ROYAL PLUM 1 
§ (FLOWERING PLUM ~~ [] BURMA RED CO BLur DRAGON a ti : 
[] COOLLE []JCANTON RED BLACK LUSTER i] 
LJ L 
| ] MING YELLOW : . j 
' 2), ———_ State ___ — i 
ee tT tt eee eee 
PYRIGHT ASSOCIATED DISTRIBUTORS, 1943. IN SOUTH AMERICA, ADORESS CHEN YU, SANTA FE 802, BUENOS AIRES, ARGENTINA 


Buy U. S. War Bonds—$375.00 will buy two depth bombs 





AMERICA NEEDS NURSES---ENLIST NOW 
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CLAUDETTE COLBERT 
PAULETTE GODDARD 
VERONICA LAKE 


PHOTOGRAPHED ON THE ACTUAL 
SET OF PARAMOUNT'S NEW PICTURE 


“$0 PROUDLY WE HAIL” 


AN EPIC OF THE NURSES 
ON BATAAN 


Goop TosBacco, Yes... the 
right combination of the Wortp’s 
Best CIGARETTE TOBACCOS... 


l; isn’t enough to buy the best cigarette tobacco, 
it’s Chesterfield’s right combination, or blend, of 
these tobaccos that makes them so much milder, 
cooler and better-tasting. 

Good Tobacco, yes... but the Blend — the Right NE ib 
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Combination — that’s the thing. ao ae 
Smoke Chesterfields and find out how really MA 4, 7 


"iy 


good a cigarette can be gl inlet itiniiinad 
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Copyright 1943, Liccert & Myers Tosacco Co. 








